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PREFACE. 


crenrell Vanity, and hore are ſome- 
times prouder of their Btuthes than of the 
Praiſes tharoccaſion'd them. I ſhan't there 
te; like a fooliſh Virgin, fly to be pur- 
ned, and deny what I chiefly wish for.” I 
m Ve Willing to acknowledge the Beau- 
of this Play, eſpecially thoſe of the 
ird Night , which not to be prond of, 


tham'd to value himſelf upon ſuch Fa- 
— „ undervalues thoſe who confer'd 


[As 1 freely ſubmit to the Criticiſins' of the 
udicious , ſo I cannot call this an ill Play, 
ice the Town has allow'd it ſuch Succeſs. 
hen they have pardon'd my faults, twere 
ill manners to condemn their Indul- 
nde. Some may think (my Acquaintance 
Town being too. ſlender to make a Party 


the Play) that the Succeſs muſt be deri d 
dm the pure Merits of the Cauſe." I am 


another opinion: I have not been long 
dugh in Townto raiſe Enemies againſt me; 
the Engliſh are ſtill kind to Strangers. 


dye the Malice of little ones. I have not 
pleas'd the Ladies, nor offended the 


ut a Profaneneſs. 
A2 Next 


r 


rere the heighth of Impudence : Who is 


n below the Envy of great Wits , 1 2 


y, both which are now pleas'd to fay', 
a Comedy may be diverting without 


PRE FACE. 
” Next to theſe Advantages, the Beauties 
of Action JE the greateſt life to the Play 
 . of which the Town is ſo ſenſible , that 
will joyn with me in commendation of thi 
Ators, and allow (without detracting fron 
the merit of others ) that the Theatre Roy 
affords an excellent and compleat ſet « 
Comedians. Mr. Willis performance hi 
ſet him ſo far above competition in the pa 
of Wildair, that none can pretend to em 
the Praiſe due to his Merit. That he ma 
the Part, will appear from hence ,-th 
"whenever the Stage has the misfortune « 
loſe him, Sir Harry M ildair may go to i 
| ubilee. 
1 A great many quarrel at the the 777 
2p * Fabilee for a Miſwommer : I muſt i 
them, that perhaps there are greater Tri 
in the Play : and when I find that more ex 
Plays have had better ſucceſs, I'll talk wi 
the Criticks about Decorams , &c. Hoy 
ver, if I ever commit another fault of tl 
\ _ nature, I'll endeavour to make it more e 
cuſable. | 
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PRO LOGUE, 


By a Friend. ö 


Qete aul think nothing [0 hacks thei e 
As Wits, 2 5 2 and Women for t Vi 


Our Spark's . d 
With ble lended Fudgments to pr onownce his Doow, * 
'Tis . Fear 1 — in an led Pit, ; 
* what thinks ne POE 
* ö 57 pk We may take for Wit. 
bh, S | 
Our Youth"s content, if he can reach the —_ | 
* „ 
Net to-obſerve what Prieſts or Poets ſay, 
0! no! your Thoughts like theirs lie quite — woy. 
The Ladies ſaſe may ſaile : or here's no Slander , 
Vo Smut, no lewd-tongu'd a.;. no louble Entendre. 
is true , he bas a Spark juſt come Le France , 
Put then ſo fer from Beau == why be talks Senſe ! 
ike Coin eftcarry d out, but ſeldam brought from thence. 
| LIC eee 
| your Elboweſbak; Feol , that lives by*s Wits, \ 


T bat's only. witty ugh Bo 6 „n: | 
bo , 'Llnklik * f > ſcours 2 « 


ad ile Foe, ol Fe Do 
t Night with empty Laer umbles o er the Play. 
— now "the modiſh Prentice be'implores ,  - 

bo , with his Maſter's, Caſb, ſtoPn out 0 gg, 
vet, it on @ Brace of <= Honourable W * 
bile their good bulky. Mather pleas'd fits by, - vis 
dowd Regent of the Bubble G 
Next to aur mounted — . | 
Who all your Side-box Tricks ate much _ 
ERA hs | Love. 


"Ip 


1 


„ PROLOGUE 


what Tu; | 
Fang MS » ag he cn 


of ſome ſtrany . Ade, . 
bat ſtrong Dog 1 it ore our 


Snaps Rope like T but when his Fortune told bis, 
He'll heay perhaps 0 Nope will axed hls him: 
At leaſt I 15 that our good-natur'd Town 
Will find a way to pull bs Prizes down. 
Wel, that” s all ! Now Gentlemen for the Play, 
on econd Thoughts Ive but tzvo words 40 ſay ; 
4 i * your Delight deſigu d, 


R read, ty , Judge » and Jpeak, & you fd. 


REDERDERERES 
ID LA DIE DAS 2, 


EPIL.O GUE 


ss 
Ov al Wan vork * ee 5 
To an E 3 Chart the 2 
e me « Foppolio 8 n 4 
And one with foving ſhe retires to-th* ole.” 
amorous Þ air in all things frank and free, 
Fete may ſave the Play , in Number: three. 
* The tearing Spark, if Phillis ought gainſays ,' 
Breaks eh Drawer's Head, kicks Ber , and maarders Bay 
To Coffee ſome retreat to fave their Pocket; , 
Ochtys more Ten os the Play at Lockers. 
| But there, 1 bope , the” cAlithor's Fears are vain, 
Malice m*re ſpoke in generous N C 
| That Poet merits an ignoble Death , 
Who ears to fall over a brave Monteth. 
of Wine we only „ 
ou'll taſte * ast dams the dle. 
why 0 


SSA ene se e 


F . OCW CX.o£©s_o_TÞC—Cbuawd_——ea@@. oo...  — * 
| F * * = * * » 
G'S 4 
1 * 
A p * 
_ 


one eg 


— 222 2 » who fond! World tamen 
Sif doum; 1 their two pence damn 4 Poet. 


75 — con ſay fort't 


Stage to Box they run, 
they ve done. 


tl be mey at 4 


1, . oy apr N uſes 0 


enquire what kind an's the Poet. 
4 we dread a K Doom, 


"ui the g N ol 
The Ladies Cenſure I'd al pie 

Then for 4 Line or ue eng „ | | 
But way old, Cw. Author's Aim - 
ad - than his whole Play is Complement to them. 

ir ſakes then the Play can't miſs ſucceeding , - 

1 Criticks may want Nu, they wal good Breeding. 
They won't ; Tm ſure , forfeit the Ladies Graces , . 

By (hewing their ill nature to their fes. 
Our Buſmeſs with god Mymert may be dv. 
later damn 


28 K N * 
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"PERSONE 


k 


 Aunir Gentleman WI 
Fecng mourous 
i cd Pom i hs pk 


A disbanded Colonel, 
brave and generous. 


Outwardly pious, other- 


wiſe a Debauchee 
Dad villanous, e : 


£4 4 3 of a inet 


T 
a 1 ſentment 3 fo 


Wrongs from Men. 


WE 


Fo 
_— 


AEST 
$94 
bk _» 


2 —_ 


8 0 T. 

SCE NE, " The Park. fo 
Enter yi with a Litter , Servant” | 1 
„ | 7 


9 


K 275 fad i back opens by. 


ou ? | 
| 3 ſer gr. | 
Viz. ThePride of theſe verruous Women is more 
inſuffexable, than the immodeſty of Proſticutes , 
— After all my 4 ment to ſlight me thus! / 
Serv. She faid , Sir, that imsgining your Morals ©. - ' 
e the gave you 2 to pie Converfarion ; 
ut that your late Behaviour in her Company has 
onvinc'd her, that your Love aud Religion arebath 
ypoctify, and that ſhe believes your Lenet” like 
our ſelf, fair on the out · ſide, fool wii! ee 
t back unopen d. X K 5 Vite f 


, * — —_— ——— 
16 The. Conſtant Couple. 

Vit. Obſtinacy * 1 
. Fx then — 


{ | Irs be EN 4 


V. That's my 3 Eſteem ht inold 
Age is hardly rooted our, Years ſtiffen their Opi. 
nions r * , _ ar © 7-4 is » ly 

cozen ily Rua to che 
2 — 45 — I bs Maid » whether — 

* Ladyſhip will beathomethis Evening, Her Beauty 
is ſufficient Cure for Angelica s Scorn. Exit Servant. 

( Viz, * @ Book, reads, and walks about.) 


Euer Smuggler. 


! *  Smup. 2 8 pattern for 8 
o ch. times, at his. Meduation ſo catiy, forme Book 
of pious Ejaculations, I'm ſure. 
Viz. This Hobbs is an excellent Fellow! ( aſide) 
O Undle Smugler! to find you ip this end o'th* Town 
is a Miracle, 


GN Lhave Mine this Moruing indecd, 


ih Vizard. 


A 


S.- 


Vie. What was it, pray Sit! 

Smug; A Man at his Devotion ſo neat the Court 
— I'm very glad Boy , that you he ey bo 
untainted iv this infe ious 1 Air of 
this Park is heatheniſh, Man's Breath 

meet {cents of Acheiſm,. 

Viz, Surely Sit, ſome great AN muſt briog 

_ you ro thus uulapRtified cd of the Town. 

. W Conceru, truly Couſin 

* r 


22 A L,Suit, nnn tell 70 < 


Thu Conſtant Couple. 41 
My Ship the Swan is newly artiv'd from St, Sebaſs 
tian, laden with Portuga! Wines: Now the impu- 
dent N of a Tide-w aiter has the face to affirm , 


'tis F1 Wines in Spaniſh Casks, and has indic- 
ted me upon the Stature O Conſcience , Con- 


us more with their French Wines, chan the 


did with French Privateers == Ay , there's none 
Plague of the Nation = | 


wen Feather. 
Einer Colonel Standard. - 


. cal Standard, Im your humble Serrag. 
Stand. May be bot, Sir. N 
Viz. Why ſo: 9 
Stand. Becauſe I'm disbanded. f 
Yaz. How ? broke! 1 
Stand. This very morning, in "Hide pet; my 
brave Rap megs> a thouſan Men chat look'd hke 
Lions y erday , wereſcarter'd, andlook'd as poor 
and _ as the Herd of Deer thac graz'd bekide 


. 741 „4, detal (eine] Tu have a bos. 
fire this night as high as the Monument. 


Stand. N Boiifice! chou dry, wither'd , ill abide. 4 


had not thele brave Fellows Swords defended you, 
your Houſe had been 4 Bonfirt ere this about 
Ears — Did we not venture put "oe Inyo: 

Jung, And did not we p MY * for your Lives, 
Sir? — Yeature your Lives! Fm ſure we vrntur d 
our Money, and that's Li ife and Sout to me == Ar, 
we'll maintain you no longer. 3 

Stand. Then your Wires au , old Aclron: hw 
are five_and thirry ſtrapping Officers gone this 
Morning to Be upon 34, varter in the 

Smug. O Leid O Lord i wall haves Son vi- 


e nine Months, n 


ſcience ! Theſe Tide- waiters and Surveyors 4.- 


dh 


* * 
* 


Ia Nie can Couple. 


in his hand — Sir, You ace 


- P 12756 


Stand. What Sir? eee. 
Jung Sir, I ay chat you are 
Stand. What Sir? | 4 s 

. Smug. Disbanded Sir, that's all I ſee my Law. 


yer yonder, | Exit, 
. N. Sit, I'm ſotry for your Mis fortune. 
Sand. Why fo? I dont come to borrow Money 
of you; if you, re my Friend, meet me this Evc- 
ning at the Rummer , I'll pay my Way, drink a 
Health ro my King, Proſperity to my Country; 
and away for Hungary to morrow Morning. 
Vix. What! you won't leave us? | 
Stand. What | a Souldier ſtay here! to look like 
an old pair of Colours in Weſtminſter-Hall, tagged 
and ruſty! No, no — 1 met yeſterday a broken 
Lieutenant, he was alham'd to own that he wan- 
ted a. Dinner, but beg d eighteen pence of me to 
buy a new ſheath for his Sword. 
| . Viz. O, but you have good Friends, Colonel! 
Stan. O very good Friends ! my Father's a Lord, 
and my elder Brother a Beau. © 


Sword agen. | 

Stand. Nay. for that matter, let but a ſingle 
Dtum beat up for Volunteers between Ludgate and 
Charing-Croſs , and L undoubtedly hear it at 

the Walls of Buda. | 
Vi. Come, come, Colonel, there are ways 
of making your Fortune at home = Make your 
. — to the Fair, you te a Man of Honour and 

rage. x 
Stand. Ay, oy Courage is like to do me won- 
drous Service With the Fair: This pretty croſs Cut 
over my Eye will attrat a Dutcheſs I warrant 
*rwill be a mighty Grace to my ogling— Had 1 
us d the Stratagem of a certain Brother nel of 
mine, I might ſucc een. x:. 


—_ im a . .c ma © 


"4 


; Pix. ENS SE INE 
Stand. Why to fave his 


face for the Wo⸗ 


: 
men, be always turn'd bis back u the Enemy 


— He was a Man of Honour for the Ladies. 
Vn. Come, come, the Loves of Mars and V- 
nu will never fail, you muſt get a Miſtrifs, 


Stand. Prithee, no more on't — You have awa- 
ken'd a cram, ard from which and the Kingdom 1 


wou'd have away at once — To be plain, I 
have a Miſtriſs. 


V Aud She's cruel? 
Stand. No. | 6 F 
Stand.” Nor that. 3 
Fix. Then ſhe has no Fortune? 1 
Stand. A large one, Beauty to tempt all Man- 
kind, and Virtue to beat off their Aſſaults. O 
Vixard ! ſuch a Creature! — Hey Day! Who the 
Devil have we here? | 


Vix. The Joy of the Play-houſe y/ and Life of the 
Park, | 
Enter Sir Harry Wildair the ſtage ſingi 
W — =, 0p FO: 


Sir Harry Wildair newly come from Paris, : 
Stand. Sir Harry Wildair ! Did not he make a 


Campain in Flanders ſome three or four years ago? - 


Viz. The fame. _ . | 
Stand. Why , he behav'd himſelf very bravely. 


Nx. Why not? Do'ſt think Bravery and Gaicty 


are inconſiſtent } He's a Gentleman of moſt 
Circumſtances, born to a plentiful Eſtate , has 


neſs of Teachers , and Pedaritry of Schools. His 
florid Conſtitution being never ruffled by misfor- 
tune, r 


2 


a genteel and eaſy Education , free from * 


Tbe Conflant Couplt. 
him entertainin to othery'4 and caſy u himſe}f— 
T all Paſfion into Gaiety of Humour, by 
which 8 oxi s than 
be hated by any; as you | 


Saver wan. _ 


| Wild Ha Vizard! 
Arc ir dlarpt ow on with ove 

Wild. Who thought to find you our of the Ru- 
brick ſo long? I thought thy Hypoctiſy had been 
wedded to a Pulpit Cuſhion long ago Sir „ik I 
miſtake not your Face, your Name is Standard. 

Stand. Sit Harry, I'm your Humble Servant. 

Wild: Come, Gentlemen, the News, the News 

olth Town; for I'm juſt arri d. 

Fix. Why, in rents} — o'th Town we're 
Wa the Knave to 

e And in the Chr end playing the Fool in 


| wilt Pari; I'm glad we te grown ſo 
modi 
I We are: all io reform'd , that Gallantry is 
taken for Vice. 5 
Stand. And b fr Religion 
/ Wild, Alamode de 
t Net one Whore berween 2 100 — * 
_— Bat ten times more Cuckolds than ever. 
Viz. Nothing like an Oath in the City. 
Stand. That d a miſtake; for my Major ſwore 
a handred and fifty Laſt night to a Merchant's Wife 
in ber Bedchamber. 
Wald. P'ſhaw , rhis is crifling ; tell me News , 
Gentlemen. Whar Lotd has lately broke his Fort- 
tune at the Gtoom · portets ? or his Heart at Ne- 
 Mavke: , for the loſs of a Race? What * 


4 f 
7 . 
« Wc. > : - $:i> 4 11 
d - , * « * 
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fv 1 
4 


} 
c 
1 
} 
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Le Conſtant Couple. ry 
ſucing in Daciort- Commons for Alimony ? 
ot what ——*ð $4 run away with her Fathers Faler? 
What Rave yore the nopleſt Ball at the Bath',- or 
had the Coach in the King? 1 wane News, 
Gentlemen. > 

Stand. Faith, Sir, theſe are no News at all. 

Vix. Bur pray » Sit Harry , tell us ſome News of 

r Trav | 
Wild. Wich all my heart == You muſt know 

then, 1 went over to «Amſterdam in a Dutch Ship; 
I there had a Dutch Whore fot five Scivers: I wem 
from thence to Landen, where I was beartily drub'd_ 
in the Battle with the but- end of a Swiſs Muvker. 
I thence mou to Parit „ where I had half a dozen 
Intrea half a dozen new Suits , fought 
a couple cot Doc and here I am a gain in Jian, quo, 

Viz. But we keen that you der ro make 
the Tour of Italy: What bros ght you back ſo ſoon 2 

Wild. That which — ou — the Wotld, 
and may perhaps catry you wn ef ey a Woman. 

Stand. What 1 Quit the Pleaſutes of Travel fot 

a Woman ! 

Wild: Ay, Colonel, for ſuch a Wotan To 
3 Reelle than the Palace of Lewis le 
Grand : — rat in her Smile , than in 
the Jubilee at Rome ; and 1 would rather kiſs her 
Hand than the Pope's Toe. 

Vix. Lou, Colonel, have been lavidh in 
the Beauty and Virtue of your Miſtriſs ; and Sir 
Harry here has been no leſs eloquene in the Praiſe 
of his: Now will I lay you both ten Guineas a piece, 
that . 
yittuous as mine. 

Stand. Tis done. | 

Wild. R Gn 
now I think on't, how ſhall we be refoly'd ? fot 
I know not where my Miſtriſi may be found; _ 


by a. P 


11 h *% . ? 1 - þ LA 
een eee 
leſt Pam about a month before mei and I had a, 


account: 
Stand. How, Sir ! left Paris about a month be. 


. I 8 
„but I know not where , and perhaps 
ma 10 88 her this fort · night. 
; mate Her Natne , pray, Sir Harry ? 
he Viz. Ay, 6 * axe her Name, perhaps we know her, 
Wild. Her 1 Ay » She has che ſofteſt, 
whireſt Hand that ever An made of Fleſh and 
Blood , her Lips ſo balmy ſweet. 
Stand. But her Name Sir ? 
Wild. Then her Neck and Breaſt ; her Breaſts 
do fo heave , fo heave ! [ Sing ing 
Vix. But het Name, Sit, her ng 
mid. Then her Shape, Colonel. 
5 Stand. But her Name I want , Sir. 
5 wild. Then her Eyes, Vizard! 
Stand. P ſhaw , Sir Harry, her Name, or nothing. 
-. Wild: Then If you muſt have it, ſhe's calls 
the Lady — But then her Foot, Gentlemen, ſhe 
dances to a miracle. Yizard , you have Dang 
 boſt Wager. 
V. Why you have loſt your Senſes ; "we ſhall 
never 9 the Picture unleſs you fublcride the 


Name.. 
Wild. Then her Name is tamen 
Stand., S' Death, My Miſtrils. 1 „ 1 (Aſide. 
. My Miſtriſs "a Jupiter, ' | © © ( Aſide, 
| Wild. Do you know her, Gentlemen? 
2 Stand. 1 have ſeen her, Sir. 
Z 2 Can ſt tell where ſhe lodges ? Tellme, deat 
| | olone 
1 | — Your humble Servant. Sir. Exit Stand. 
IM Nay , hold Colonel, I'll follow. you, and 
_— wt _— 1 80 35 [Ras out. 
n The Lad inn, Milt He ors 
ut 


* *% 


> 


| Te Conſtant Couple. . * 7 
But ſhe loves me But he's a Baronet ; and I plain 
Fixard ; he has Coach and fix, and 1 walk a foot; 
I was bred in London, and he in Paris . That very 


Circumſtance has murdet d me —— Thev ſome 
Stratagem muſt be laid to divert his Pretenſions. 


Wild. Prichee | Dich, what makes the Colonel fo 
out of humour ? 1 
. Becauſe he's ont of Pay , I ſuppoſe. 

Wild, S'life that's true, I was beginuing to miſ- 
muſt ſome Rivalſhip in the Caſe. | * 

Vi. And ſuppole there. were , you know the =_ 
Colonel can fight, Sir Harry. "a 9 9 

Wild. Fight! P'ſthaw! but he can't dance, hai 
We contend for a Woman, ard ! S'lite man, 
if Ladies were to be gain'd by Sword and piſtol on- 
ly -+whiat the Deyil Mould all the Beaux do? 

Viz. Vil try him farther ¶ Aſide.) Bur wou d not 
you , Sir Harry, fight fox this Woman you ſo admire? 

Wild. Fight ! Let me conſider, I love her, 
that's tte but then I love houeſt Sir Harry Wil-- 
dur better. The Lady Lurewel is divinely char - 
ming right —» but then a Thruſt i'th* Guis, or 
a Muldleſex fury, is as ugly as the Devil. 

Viz. Ay, Sir Harry , *rwere- a dangerous Caſt, 
for a Beau Baronet to be tried by a parcel of grea- 
ly ,” grumbling , bartering Boobies , Who Wound 

you purely becauſe you're a Gentleman. 
id,” Ay but on r'other. hand , I have Money 
enough to bribe the with; So upon mature 
deliberation, 1 wou'd fight for her — bur no more 
of her, Prichee, Vite, can't you recommend a 
friend to a pretty Miſtriſs by the by, till Ican find 
by own ? You have ſtore I'm ſure ; you cunning. 
poaching Dogs make ſurer game than we that hunt 
8 =_ | _ open 


- 


— 


rs The PI Couple; 
open and fait. Prithee how, good Vixard.” - 
. 2 —_— a - GOT CAE Love and 
Revenge re my Polit «Alide. 
2 4 whilſt Sir Ha wall = 
Wild. P'ſhaw! thou'rt as long ſtudying fora new 
Miſtriſs, as a Drawer is pietcing a . 4 
Vix; 1 delign a new Pipe for jou and wholeſome 
Wine, you'll therefore bear a little expectation. 
Wild, Ha! fay'ſt thou, dear Vixard? © 
Viz. A Girl of fixteen, Sir Harry. 
Wild. Now ſixteen thouſand Bleflings light on thee. 
Viz. Pretty and Witty. | 
Wild. Ay, ay, but her Name, FVizard? 
Vit Her Name! yes {he has the ſofteſt whi - 
teſt Hand that ever was made of Fleſh and Blood, 


_ - ſo balmy ſweet. 
Well, well, but whete-ſhall 1 find her, 


1 


V. Find her but chen her Foot, oath 
ſhe dances to a Miracle. 

Wild. Prithee don't diſtract 8. F 
V. Well then, you muſt know, chatthisLady 

is the Curioſity and Ambition of the-Towy ; her 
Name's «Angelica. She tha for her Mother 
is a private Bawd , and call” = Lady Dorling; 
ſhe goes fot a Bafoncts Lady { nv alſparagementeo | 
your Honpur, Sir Harry) 1 Alte m. 

Wild. P'ſhaw , hang my Hotiour;but What Stret, 
what Houſe } 

Viz, Not ſo faſt, Sir Hohvys you muſt haye my 
Paſport for your Admittance and you find my 
Recommendation in a Line ot two will procure you 

very civil entertainment. in the Po 20 or 3o pieces 
handlomly plac'd will Nin Ter TI enſure 
her ſound. 

Wild. Thou deareft rricod ou ian in novelliry 


Here Sirtah , order * Coach about to St. 
ame 8 


% 


4 


James's, II walk acta ihe Pack: (Tally Servaus-. 
, Clincher Sar. 


Clinch. Here Sitrab, order my Coach about to 
rene 
I'll walk acroſs the Park too — Mr. Yizard , your 
molt devoted — Sir, | to Wilder ] I admire the 
mode of your ſhoulder-knot , methinks it ha 
very emphatically , and carries an air of Travel in 
it ; your Sword - knot too is moſt ornamenrally 
modiſh , and bears a foreign Mein. Gentlemen, 
my Brother is juſt arriv'd in Town , fo that — 
upon the wing to Riſe his Hands, I hope you'th 
patdon this abrupt depattute of Gentlemen, your 
molt De voted, and moſt faithful humble rg | 
IT B37 | ” 
Wild. Prethee, doſt know him 2 oM 3 al 
Viz. Know him ! why tis Cliacher Wa was | 
e to my Uncle Smuggler, the Merchant 
in the City. 7 r 1A Wil 
Wild. What makes him ſo Gay? ?? 
Viz. Why he's in mourning for his Father; the 
kind old man in Hertfordſhire. tother day broke his 
Neck a Foxz-hunting: ; the Son upon the news has 
broke his Indentutes, whip'd from behind the 
Counter into the fide Bor; forſwears Metebhandiſe, 
vage he, muſt live by 3 and uſurps Gen- 
tu „ There be may die by Raking: He keeps. 
bis Coach» and Liveries , brace of Geldevys ; Leaſh: 
of Miſtreſſes , talks of nothing but Wines; intrea- 
gues , Plays, Faſhions , and going to the fubilce. 
id, Ha, ha, ba, how many pound of Pulvil 
muſt the fellow uſe in ſweettiing himicif from the 
mel} of Hops and Tobacco, faugh —» Imy Con- 
licnge methought, Like Olivia's Lover, he frank 
of Thames - ſlreet, But now for Angelica + "ro 
"8 | IT OY 


” 
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her name? we'll to the Princeſſe's Chocolate houſe , 
where you ſhall write my Paſport , Alons. 


( Exeunt. 
| | - y 
S CE N E. T 
Lach Lurewell's Lodgings. g 
Lurewell , and her Maid Pariy. - 
Lurewell, ch 
Arly, my Book —let me ſee . gr 
drid, ' Venice , Paris , London —ay , London! W © 
they may talk what they will of the hot Countries, ¶ Ac 
but T find Love moſt fruitful under this Climate — or 

In a Months ſpace have I gain'd — let me ſec, 

* Colonel Standard. | | 

arly. And how will your Ladyſhip manage him: | 
Luxe. As all Souldiers ſhou'd be manag'd , he Wc. 
ſhall ſerve me till I gain my ends, then I disband him. Wc. 
Par. But he loves you, Madam. 11 
Lure. Therefore 1 ſcorn him ; 1 hate all that | 
don't love me , and flight all that do : would his * 
whole deluding Sex admir'd me , thus wou'd 1 ae 
ſlight them all. My Virgin and unwary Innocence BY: 
was wrong'd by faithleſs Man, but now glance but 
Eyes, plot Brain, diflemble Face, lye 1 19 
and be a ſecond Eve to tempt, ſeduce , and mn Fie 
the treacherous kind Let me ſurvey my Cap- che 
tives the Colonel leads the Van z next Mr. Vizard, Met. 
he courts me out of the Practice. of Piety , there- Ino 


fore is a Hypocrite': Then Cliacher, he adores me 
with Orangery ; and is conſequently a Fool z then 
my old Merchant, Alderman Smwggler ; he's a 
compound of nn of : which medley 7 


— 


d' ye think Parly ? 

Parl. I think, Madam, I'm like to be 
virtuous in your Service , if you teach me all 
Tricks that you uſe to your Lovers. 


thoſe 


Lure. You're a Fool, Child; obſerve this, that 


tho a Woman ſwear , for-{wear , lie, diſſemble, 


backbite, be proud , vain, malicious , any thing, 


if he ſecutes the main Chance, ſhe's {till virtuous, 
That's a Maxim. 
Parl. I can't be perſwaded tho, Madam, but 
that you really lov'd Sir Harry Wildair in Pars. 
Lure. Of all the Lovers I ever had , he was my 
greateſt Plague ; for I cou'd never make him 
uncaly : I left him involv'd in a Duel upon my 


Account, I long to know whether the Fop be kill'd 


or not. 


O Lord, no ſooner talk of killing , but the 
Souldier is conjur'd up. You're upon hard Duty 
Colonel , to ſerve your King, your Country, and 
a Miſtreſs too. | 

Stand. The latter, I muſt confeſs , is the hat- 
delt ; for in War, Madam, we can be relieved 


nour Duty, but in Love who wou'd take our Poſt, 


sour Enemy: Emulation in Glory is tranſporting , 
but Rivals here intolerable. 

Lure, Thoſe that bear away the Prize in the 
Field , ſhould boaſt the ſame ſucceſs in the Red- 
chamber ; and I think, conſidering the weakneſs 
of our Sex , we ſhould make thoſe our Compa- 
ons Who can be our Champions. 

Stand. 1 once , Madam, hop'd the Honour of 
tefending you from all Injuries» thro a Title to your 
lovely Perſon ; but now my Love muſt attend- my 
fortune. This Commiſſion , Madam, was m 


B 3 


Ss 
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Lovers, if I don't make good Diverſion What 


\ | . 


w * 7 
* * * 
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to the Fair ; adding a nobleueß to m 
Paſſion, it ſtampt a value on my Love; "twas 1 
the life of Honour , but now its » and with 
it muſt my Love be buried. 5 
Parl. What! Disbanded , Colonel > - 
Stand. Yes Mrs. Parly. | 
'Payl. Faugh , the nauſeous Fellow, he ſtinks 
of Poverty already; | aſide. 
- Lure. His misfortune troables me, cauſe it may 
prevent my deſigns, ©, ©  (afide. 
Stan. I chulſe , Madam , rather to deſtroy 
wy Paſhon by abſence abroad, chan have ir tara 


r . 
Luxe. I'm forty , Sit , you have fo mean an 
Opinion of my Affection, às to imagine ir founded 

upon your Fortune. | Nee 
And to convince you of your miſtake; here 1 
vow by all that's Sacred, Townthe ſame Affection 
now as before, Let it ſuffice, my Fortune is couli- 
r | | 
Stand, No, Madam, no, I'll never be acharge 
to her Vlover - © | 
The man that ſells himfelf for Gold is the worft 
of Proſtitutes. | | | 

Lure. Now were he any other Creature bur 
Man, I cou'd love him. 12 ( aſide 
Stand. This only laſt requeſt 1 make,; that ut 
Title recommend a Fool, Office introduce àa Knave 
nor a Coat a Coward to my place in your Affec 
tions ; ſo farewell my Country , adicu m 
Love. | | Exit 


+0 


- . 


Lure. Now the Devil take thee for being ſo hc 
nourable; 


Here Parly, call him back , I ſhall loſe half m 
Diverſion elſe ; now for a trial of Skill. 


The Conſtant welt Lo © 
TV [Re-enter Colonel. 
N 


Sir, 1 10 you'll pardon my Curiolity , Whendo 
* take 4. our Journey ? 
mozrow Morving , catly , Madam. 
— So lasen / Which way are you dfign 'd 
to travel? 
Stand. That I can't * reſolve on. 
Luxe. Pray, Sit, tel me? pray Sir , Iintreat ou, 
Why are + ſo obſtinace ? 7 
| Stand. Why are you ſo curious, Madam? 
| m” Lure. Becauſe — 
Stand. What? 
. Tue. Becauſe, I, 1, — 
: Stand. Becauſe | What, Madam? =— pray tell me? 
Lure. Becaule ps wr? —tofollow you. ( crying. 
Stand, Follow me by af that's great ! 1 be re 
1 WAS 4 re j hut Loye from ſuch a Creature 
. might Gvell the yanity of the proudeſt Prince. Fol- 
law me ! by Heavens thou ſhalt not. What ! ex- 
e thee to the hazards of a Camp — Rather I'll 
a here bear the Contempt of Fools, and 
worſt of Fortune. 
Lure. You need not, dall nor, my Eſtate for 
both is ſufficient. 
a Stand. Thy Eſtate! no, I'll turn a Kaave and 
' one my ſelf; I'll cringe to that proud Man 
undermine aud 12 on bim wou'd bite 
e 3 4 tip. my Topgue wit "Flac riery , 
ſmootb 3 Face with Smiles ; I Il curn Pimp, 
former, / Office-broker , nay Coward, eget 5 
and Sacrifice it all to thee . my generous Fair. 
Lure. Andl'M. dilemble 6: Feen, ple, * 
ching but l 8 Ny AE + ets | 
nable Paſſion. 
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1 ma fe ey ha! ha! ha! poor Sir Harry, 


Rather Ki bx Had than the Pope's Toe , ha, 
| ha 
Lure, What Sir Harry ? Colonel What Sir Harry? 
Stand. Sit Harry Wildair , Madam — 
Lure. What ! Is he come over? 
Stand, Ay, and he told me but I dont believe 
a Syllable on't. 
y ure. What did he tell ou ? een 
Stand. Only call'd you his Miſtriſs, and preten- 
ding to be extravagant in your Commendation , 
would vainly inſinuate the praiſe of his own Judg- 
ment and good Fortune in a Choice 
Lure. How eaſily is the vanity of Fops tickled by 
our Sex! 
Stand.” Why, g Sex is the vanity of Fops. 
Lare. O my Conſcience I believe fo ; this Gen- 
tleman , becauſe he danc'd well, 1 pitch'd on for a 
Partner at a Ball in Paris; and ever fince he =x 
ſo perſecuted me with Letters, 2. 
Serenading, Flattery, Foppery, and Noiſe, that 1 
was forc'd to fly t Kingdom— And I warrant 
you he made jealous ? 
' Stand. Faith, Madam , I was alittle uneaſy. 
Lure, Tou ſhall have a plentiful Revenge; T'll ſend 
him back all - —_— tets Sou Ns , 
you carry. em; t will aftord 
. of warben an free me from this 
"farther impertinence ; for of all Men he's my 
| Averfien. I'll run and fetch them inſtantly. 
Stand. Dear Madam, a tate Project, how Iſhall 
bait him like Afeon , with his own 4 
Mrs. Parley , tis ordet d by Ac of Par 
you receive no more pieces, Mrs. Parley 
Parl. Tis provided by the ſame AA, , that you 
ſend no more Meſſages by = 


: 
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miſt not pretend to ſend any more Letters, unleſs 
you can Pay the Poſtage. | 

Stand. me z come! don't be Mercenary , take 
example by your Lady , be Honorable. 

Parl. A lack a day; Sir, it Thows as tidiculous 
and haughty for us ro imitate our Bettets in their 
Honour , as in their Finery ; leave Honour to Nobi- 
lity that can ſupport it: we poor Folks, Colonel, 
have no pretence to't; and truly, I think, Sir, 
that oor Honour ſhou'd be caſhier'd with your Lead- 
ing-ſtaff. 


Stand. *Tis one of the greateſt curſes of Poverty , 
to be the Jeſt of Chamber-maids. 


- 
N 


| Enter Lurewell. 

Lure. "Here's th Packer t Colonel, the whole Ma- 
gazine ve's Artillery. © 7 | 
| 5 ( gives him the Packet. 

Stand- Which ſince I have gain'd,' I will turn 
— the Enemy. Madam, I'll bring you the 

ews of my Victory this Evening. Poor Sit Har- 
ry ? ha * ha . ha | ( Exit. 


Lure. To the ri t about as were', march 
Colonel: ha, . 137 1 | 


Vain Man , who boaſts of ſtudy'd Parts and Miles; t 
Nature in us your deepeſt Art beguiles, 
Stamping deep Cunning in our  Frowns and Smiles. 9 | 
You toil for Art, your Intellefis you trace; 4% 
Woman, without a thougbt , bears Policy in her Face. 
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EFEIEPESES EISISISTE 
e 

SC ENE Clincher Junior's Lodging: 


Enter Clincher opening 4 Letter, 
Servant ug. 5 


c. Read. 


Will ſee you preſently I have * this Lad to wait 
on yon, he can inflruft you in the Faſhions of the 

Town ; I am your efiongte Brother, 
Clincher. 


| Very well, and whar's your Name, Sir? 
| — — e Sir. 


' Dick. Ay, pay, Sir. 
Clin. Very well, a Pray Name And whatcan 
. Why et der and ick 
Dick. Why Six I can a Wig, u 
a Whore. l 1 K * 
Clin. O Lord 1 O Lord 1 a Whore 1 Why are 
there many Whores in this Town? 
Diet. Ha, ha, ba, many Whores ! there's a 
Queſtion indeed ; why Sir, there ate above five 
hundred Surgeons in Town — Harkee , Sir , do 
you ſee that Woman there in the Velvet Scarf „and 


ted Knots? 


Clin. Ay , Sir, What then? 
Dick. Why ſhe ſhall be at your Service in three 
minutes, — T2 Pimp. 3 
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| Clin. O Fupiter Ammon! why ſhes a Geilewomap. 
Dick A Gentlewoman 4 nnn 
Whores in Town, Sir. 


Cuis. ſew. Brother , you'r welcome to Londen ! 

Clin. Jan. I thought, Brother , you od $6 
much to the e of my Fathet , as co wear 
3 for his Death. 

Clin. ſen. Whry fo I do, Fool, 1wear this be- 
W and you wear thar , becauſe 
you have not the Eſtate. You have cauſe io mourn 
1 K. Brother , I'm glad to fee 

ou, you w ( 
l 2 Stay , ſtay Brother , where 8 
ing? 
| Qin. jen. How natural 'tis for a Coumcy Boo- 
by to ask impertinent Queſtions. Harkee , Sit, 
is not my Father dead 

Clin, jun. Ay, ay, to my © (2: 

Clin, ſen. No matter for that , he is dead ; and 
am nor I a young ron extravagant Engliſh 
Heir ? 4 | 

Clin. jun. Very might , waa? 


Clin. S Wi then , Sir, you may be Ge that 
I am going to the Fubilee , 


Clin. jun. Wren — — thar? Gith 

Clin. ubiler ! e fubilee ĩs ow 
don't * What it is. | 

Dick. the Jubilee is the fame thing with 
our Lord Day in the City; there will "be 
Pageants , and Squibs', and Rory Shows , and all 
that Sir. * | 

Clin. jun, And muſt you go o ſo ſoon Brother 2 


Clin. fen. Les, Sir, for I muſt ſtay a Month in 
ors to Rudy Poetry. 4 


» a7 TY 
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Clin. jun. Then 1 ſappoſe, Brother, you travel 
op. Muſcovy to learn Faſhions ; Don't you, 
rorher ? 
_ Clin. ſen. Brother ! Prithee Robin don't call me 
Brother; Sir will do jot as well. 
Clin. jun. O finder © domes f Why ſo? 
' Clin, ſen. Becauſe People will imagin that you 
have a ſpight at me But have you ſeen your 
A. and het Mother the Lady 
arling ? | 
Clin. jun. No, my Dancing Maſter has not been 
with me yet: How ſhall I falute them, Brother: 
Clin. ſen. P'(haw , that's cafic , tis only two 
Scrapes , a Kiſs , and your humble Servant; I'll 
tell you more when I come from the Jubilee. Co- 


SCENE, L Darling Houſe. 
| Eurer Wildair with a Letter. 
* W 

lhe Light end Heat incorporate we ly; 
L W. 25 the Night 9 Day. 


Well , if this Paper - kite flies ſure , I'm ſecure 
of my Game — Humph ! the prettieſt Borde I have 
ſeen ,. a very ſtately gemeel one ¶ Footmen croſs the 
Stage] Hey day Equipage too ! Now for a Bawd 
by the Curteſy, and a Whore with a Coat of Arm: 
beach, I'm afraid I've miſtaken the Houſe. 


No , this-muſt be the Bawd by her Bulk. 
Darl. Your Bulinels , pray Sir ?? II 


„ 


ä 2 


Wild. Pleaſure , Madam. 

Darl. Then, Sir, you have no buſineſs here. . 
Wild. This Letter, Madam, will inform you 
further; Mr. Vixard ſent it, 9 
Service to yout Ladyſhip. 

Darl. How does my Couſin; Sir? 

Wild. Ay her Couſin ure, thar's right Procy- 


EZ e —— Harry — Ad 
tune =. Your Ladyſhip's moſt: bumble . 


Sir, Fortune and ley. ry are ſufficient — 
recommend — ry 8 t wha 


with me, is the tecom 8 


pious a you 8 as my — te —_ 
Wild. ge t lanctiſied Bawd o/ my word. 
Dari. Sit e » your Converſation wich Mr. 
Vixard argues you a Gentleman, free from the looſt 
and vicious "Carriage ot the Town; 1'll therefore 
call my Daughter. — 
Wild: Now go thy way for an illuſtrious 


of Babylon dels apa Sim fo 8 fe 
that the Devil wou'd: hardly know it of his was 5 


yg Re-enter Darling with Angelica. 95 


\ Darl. Pray Daughter uſe him civily , ſuch Mat- 
ches won't offer every Day. ( Bxit. 
5 5 22 Fe an 3 
S' Dea ve in my Pocket, I 
can't off her lf tan even Gine——and by 
| rr 

Angel. Tis he! he very agen and his Perſon 
as agreeable as his Character of ER 

Pio Hear'a bs Slee proce 


5 


Wild. 
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Wild. How innocear ſhe looks: f low 'won'd 
that Modeſty adorn Virtue „ when it makes even 
Vice look fo charming }<o=. 

By Heav'o there is ſuch a commanding lonocence 
in her looks , that I dare not ask the Queſtion. 

Angel Now all the Charms of real Love and 

Sign Indifference aſſiſt me to engage his Heart , 
on mine 1s loſt already. 

Wild, Madam 1, 1— Zoons , Icanot ſpeak 
to het — But ſhe's +-whore, and I will Ma- 
=. in ſhort, 1, 1-0 Hypocriſy e 

ming Sin att thou? 

Angel. He is caught, now to ſecure my Con- 
queſt 1 thought Sit, you had buſineſs to im- 


it1. Yes Madam, Don's you, Seuſ't you-love - 
ing Birds, Madam? I {2 
Yes, Si That's an odd Queſtion for 2Loner — 
es, Sir. | 
- Witd. Why then Madam, bete is a Neſt of the 
eſt Goldfinches that ever chitpt in a Cage; 
y young ones, I aſſure you; Madam. 
: 2 Twenty young ones! What then, Sir? 
Wild. Why then Mido} chro arcrwretiy young 
ones 8 Life I think twenty is pretty fair... 
Angel. He's mad ſute Sit Harry, when you 
have learn'd more Wit aud manners, you ſhall be 
welcome bett aged, 
Wile. Wi aud Maijtvers ! = I Gad now I con- 
deins chere ib 1 pred deal of wit and Manners in 
tweney Guitess —T'ng ſute tis alt the Wit and 
n 75 1 ann ut: Prejenc,” "What ſhall 
? 
nüt Luan Cinch ni 4 and Diey. 


— 12 oog 10 1 


|  Wharihs Dorit w bes! wnviter Cooke wares: 
© 0's 


impart! how vicely ha wende . 


0 — 


The Conflant- G, 4% 
je! Harke sir, can you lend me ten or/a dozen 
Guineas inſtancly 2/1" E 


—— * m 

un; Theſe — — are plaguy n ee 
Ant! r us Fellog by his Wag 47 

no leſs than a Courtier. 

Dick. He's rather a Courtier has 3 4 

Clin. jun. Taich Sir, L* e five Guinea 
about me. 

Wild. What "buſineſs hase you here then Wnt 
for ro my knowledge twenty won't de ſufficient. 

Clin. jun. Sufficient! for what Sit? 

Wild. What Sir > Why, -for that Sir; we 
the Devil ſhould it be, Sit; I kHοπ] your buſineſs 
notwithſtanding all your Gravity , Sir. 

on jun. My Buſineſs! why my Couſin lives here 

I * your Couſin does live there, a 
. Couſin , and my Couſin, and every Bodies 
Coufin —= Harkee Sit , I ſhall return e 
and if you offer to touch her ull I come back , 
ſhall > your Throat, Raſcal. "» yo 
Clin, Why the Man's mad ſure. * 

Dic. Mad, Sir, ay, why he's a - Beau. 

Chin, A Beau} whar's that] are all Madmen Beaux? 

Dir. No Sir, bur moſt Beaux are Madmen. But 
now for your Couſin ; remember your three Scrapes 
a , and 2 humble Servant. 

(Ereunt, 4 into the Houſe, 


SCENE , the Street. * 7 a7 
Euter Wildair , Colonel following. -. 
we. ut Send. 5 en 


Ir 8 N 
We Colonel; r 


| mn no better humout than when I parted with you 


died — $ fy only ſu 


: Finger and Thumb , Sir. 
lies with me; 


— 1 be * 1 
2 * * LS nM a 


* 


Chop. 


in the Park this morning, your: Company yon'the 


13 


You're a happy man, Sir, 8 who 
ate never out of humour: rr your 
Gall, Sir Harry? 
as Ar! 

Stand. ie been, 

Wild. The Reſurrection of my Father to difin- 
heric me; or an Act of Parliament againſt Wen- 

ing. A man of eight thouſand Pound per An. 
num to be vert l No, no , Anger and Spleen are 
Companions for younger Brothers, | 

Stand. Suppoſe one call'd you Son of a Whore 
behind , k * 
"Wild; Why chen wou'd I call him Ralcal behind 
his back, ſo we're een. * 
Stand. 2 — 
Wild: Wh I wou'd get another. 
Stand. But dr ſe you weredilcardedby the wo. 


man you love ?. tharwou'd ſurely trouble you. 


Wild. You're miſtaken, Colonel, my Love is 
neither romantically honourable „nor meanly mer- 
cenary , tis only a pitch of | Gratitude z while ſhe 
loves me, low hery 3 the Obli- 


_ gation's void. 22412 el ciud — brig 


' Stand, Rut to be miſtaken 4 in you Opinion, Sir, 
if the Lady Lurewell ( only e it} had diſcar- 


it and bad ſent 
Jour Diſcharge by me. 
Wild. Pihaw ! that's auothet Impolibility 
Stand. Are you ſure of that? 
Wild, Why twete a Soleciſm in Nature . we're 
She dances with me 
ſing with mes Plays with me, ſwears wich me, 


200. #4 Q JG im: 


6 4 
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| The ee Cpt © „* 
Stand. . How Sir! Ya $21 13% * oF 
Wild. I mean in an-bonourable way , W 
ſhe lies for me. In ſhort . 1 
ther as a couple of Guineas. "# . 

Stand.” Now that I have rais'd you to the high | 
Pinnacle of Vanity, will I give you ſo morti | 
a Fall, as ſhall daſh your © hopes'6o pieces Trent, 
your Honour to perule theſe Papers, 77 WR 

Oles bim the Pacbet. 

Wild, What.is't che Muſter Roll of your Re: | 
giment , Colonel ? dh i 
Kand. No, no, wa Li of your Torcedtin your: 
alt Love: Campaigns and for your comfort all dis- 

Wild. Prichee, good Metaphorical Colonel, what 
dye mean? 

Stand, Read, Sit ».read theſeare the Sybil Leaves 
hat will, gofold your Deſtiny. - Ae n at 

Wild So ic be no a f. Deel to chear me of 
my te, What cate 1 ing the Pacquet 
Humph | my Hand! to the Ui rom. Souris 
Lady Zarewell, to the Lady Lurewell—— What 
* . 


8 ; . V. 0. 1 * if 
* | | - 


"WAL. eee) — Madam, my Paſſion ſo 3 
att our Beauty. contending . Force» of I 
Ct ere ind — Eternal Admiret Wildair ! 
never was aſham d of my Name before. 2 
Stand. What, Sir Harry Wilddir out 6Fhumour 5 - - = 
ha ha, ha, poor Sir Harry: more Glory in ber . = 
D the Jubilee at Rome; ha, ha, ha! 

ut then het Foot Sit Harry, the dances toa mira- 

le! ha » ha. ha! Fy, Sir Harry, A Man of your 

arts. write Letters not worth a keeping! What 

t thou, my * has ha, hay 


, 


— 


A — 
8 ſeek Adventures now indeed. 
. Wild: Lee her wander, Oc. 6 

. Stand, You nue en de unt tour? Sir, blown 
up with falſe Muſick, that's all. 
Wild. Now why ſhould I be angty ata Wotan 
n y and —— are 
grounded in t t Natutes, how can elp it ? 

Stand. Then they muſt be your Ne 


ture; for y — de Ven r and Thumb, Sir. 
Wu. Here's a erſes too, I muſt turn 
| r — S*death , What's 


Cha- 
That's 1— 
bluff Colonel that's he = is the rare 


ſt 
Fool in Nature the Devil he is ! and ' ſuch 
have Ind him with all my beart faith I had 
ter he Holy Lamb = ting you know that I lodge in Pall Man 
— reh e aun hum- 


== and, ld Sir, 3 you 'ſhan'r go yet 1 han" 


N . mo —— r Colonel 


« Gtand, Well — own your Spleen, with 
52 bd 


"Wild. I am fo, 7 e 5 
int at one 0 
Stand. Ay, with al t * 
Well, we 9 fore'd, Sir _—_ 
alt my Lif 


--® 


here? This is ber Hand — Oh che charming 
raters! My dear Wildair. {' 
This 


Wild, I was never better pleas'd 
| Tupiter. 
*. Well, Sir Haw) "tis © wy to hide 
your Conceru, whey there's — for't : but 


do be ſetious now the Lady has ſent you back al 
. e loo 


Wild. Pm ts our; Sit for there were 
ot «he del oe 


Stan _ 


* 
ingenious pg what a life and 
Ec: Ames «phe the -Loves of 
, ill ſuei in ifferent ſhapes. A 6 
n Miſtrifs | wes pref » Paſs» and ſhe's | 1 


Hey, in an 


| Enter Vizard. 


"a all men Sir Harp what news Go 
the idand of Lors? Fig 

Wild. Faich/ we made bur a broken. V; by 
our Catd ; but now I am bound for another 
| kd wack the Odbonel:-wine.any Rival. ' 72. 
N. The Colonel} cuts d Misfottune we — 
(A, 
Wild. Bae the civileſt in the world z be brought 

ne, word where my Miſtriſs lodges „ the Story's 
12 n 

2 — have you given over thoughts 
0 at 
No, no, I'll think of ber ſome other 


Wee. Ir now for ts Lody Larewel ; Wu and 


e Adviſe ne'er can dd Cantina = 
Whoſe Wit can het, when re br Beau cer. 4 bo 
. lande outorent. Frands af Trinhs excel; | 4 


<And make us happy, being deceiv'd fo well, ( Exit » 


Vs. . The Colonel my Rival cn how 
Wall I manage? There is but one way — him and 
* Knight wilt 1 ſet a tilting, where one cuts 
Ls | Cz r'others. 


: 


tdete vill be wo Rivals pretry decent 


„ one, d 


t'othets Throat, and the Survivor's ha 


Aeg 
them to > + Fool, 
iy 8 1 n the 


Since Honour may obli 
why ſhould not 
a f 


SCE N E, ' Larewer's Lodgings. 
Lurewell and Parly.” 
Lurewel, | 


J As my Servane brought, me the Money from 
m nt? 

Parl. No, Madam, be met Alder man Smuggler 
at Charing-Croſs , who has promis'd to wait on you 
himſelf immediately, 

Lune. Tis odd, that this old Rogue ſhou'd pre- 
und e dow me, aud ac the ſame time cheat me of 
my Awogy © 
* — is oy 28 if oy don't cheat you 
of your Eſtate ; ou Wri ate in 
dg. 

| Lure, But wine GaiefaRion can 1 erm 


au nander. 


Mr. Alderman » your Servant, hos you © HIS 
me any Money , Sir? 

 Smug. Faith, Madam, Trading is vety dead; 
what with paying the Taxes, raiſing the Cuſtoms, 
Loſſes at Sea abroad, and maintaining our Wives 
at home, the Bank is reduc'd. very loõwW 


Ly 89 


Lure. Come, come, Sir , theſe Evaſions won't 
ſerve your turn, 1 muſt have Money , * a | 
hope you don't deſign to cheat me. 

n Cheat you, Madam | have a cate what 


. you 


3 T 
P * 


you ſay: Im an Aldermau Madam cheat you » 
2 ! I have been an houeſt Citizen theſe five 
_—_— Citizen! beat witneſs , Parly ! 
I ſhall trap him in more Lies preſently Come, 
Sir, tho I'm a Woman, I can take a courſe. 
Sung. What coutſe, Madam? e | 
will ye? 1 can maintain a Suit of Law, be it right 
or wrong 5 theſe fotty years, I'm ſure of that, 
thanks to the honeſt Practice of the Courts. | 
3 I'll blaſt your Reputation; and fo ruin 


your it. | | 
«Blaſt my Reputation he, he, he: wh 

rex a Nagios Man, Madam , 8 

inſtrumental in the Reformation of Manners. Ruin 

my Credit l ah , poor Woman: There is but one 
way, Madam, — you have a ſweet leeting Eye. 

. — Lou inſtrumental in the Reformation 1 

Smug. I whiptall the Whores Cut and Long - Tail, 

ent of the Patiſh—= — Ahl that leering Eye ! 

Then vored for pulling down the Play-houſe: 
Ah that Ogle, that | — Then my own pious 
Example Ab that Lip; that Lip. 

; Lure; Here's a Religious Rogue for you now. ! 
— as I hope to be fav'd I have a good mind to 
deat the old 2 1 1 

N $ d ve broug you about a 
* — ond fifry Guinea's (a great deal of Money 


a times go) and o— - a 

85 12 give it me. 0 

ol Smug. Ah that hand, that hand, that pretty 
ſoft, white I have ht it you ſee, but the. 

- —— of the r e is * , 1 hercas 
[ ting Eye, that pouting Lip, e 
ſoft Hand © 8 unde me, 3 

derſtand I'm ſure you 9 f 

bY ES 3 | . 


% 


* 8 — = om 7 e 5 7 * 1 9 — - 
a 8 * * , 
\ * 0 


n Conflant ce, 
Lars. Here's « Villain aow , ſo covetous , that 
he won't wench upon his own Coſt , | bus-would 


bribe me with my own M I will be rereng 

— Upon my word Mr. Armas you make in 
blaſh , 2 : 
þ | Buſs nd Guinea 2 


„ chat [ 


© Smug, will you indeed, be, * be, my little 
Cocker ; and when , 1 
Lure. Twil be « difficult point, Sir., to ſecute 
both our Honours , you muſt therefore be dilgui' 
ke” Alderman. | 
. Pihaw !-no matter, I am an old Forni- 
= 1 m not . ot —— 2 

ty bs 5 way : $ as I am, our 

1 all curkide, 2 ll Hypoenit 


rr ſeen to come into this Houſe 
after Nigh [Wk » in Woman's Oats, 


8 im 
. — L love to be-diſguis'd , 
1 DS Sy Woman , 1784 1 ö. 


Due Servant 1 whiſpers Lurewell. 


Luxe. Oh! Mr. Alderman , ſhall I | 
walk into next Rome, here are ſome 


| Smeg. bale 2nd Guinea bl, —— 
| Emer Wildair. 70 ü 


6 Wild, My Life, wy Soul nir. 


cod fruws I have e n 


+«. wo ans 


yy ag 29 


, .- Life wit thr without thee Deach 

2 I 4 you got y 
- Wild Nirections 4 in the maſk — man- 

net, . 4 


Lure, Still brisk and 
, . — my 


-Wild. The fight gh of you 
Ait, and makes Jo ten in my | 
Lure, 2 as. 
Sit Harry z' How d'ye like France! 
| Wild, «Ab 1 c'eſt le plus. beau pais du monde. 
| Lure, Then what made you leave it ſo ſoon? 
Wild. Madam , Vun FVoyex que je vous ſuu partout. 
Lore, © Aonſer » je vow [uu * 
where's the Coure | 
Wild. At Wow; , Madam, ns 
Lure. And where my Count Le Falier ? 
Wild. His Body . 
rr ‚ 
Lure. What Diſeaſe did he dye of? 
Wild. A Due! , Madam ; 1 was his Dodder. 
Lure, How die mean? 
Wild. As Doctors do, I kill'd bim. 
Lure. En Cavalier, my dear Knight Etraut, well, 
and how ' And how , What Inticagues » what Gal - 
lantries are ca on in the Bean Adonde 2. 
Wild. 1 you that Queſtiog , Madam, 
ſinee your Ledyhip makes W 


e cloſe 

m d me as cloſe as our 
— 2 
WAA. 1 2 — ſhip did not ſuttender tho. 
Lune. No, 0, but 2 W 


Ss # 4 


= 
% 


@ | Lie Conſtant Conple. , 
inet tot ja em 


* „and 


cee 
Lure. Attendex . Attendek un ere remem- 
ber, Sir Harry, you promis'd me in Paris herer to 
ask that impertinent Queſtion agen. 
Wild Pita, Madam, "that was above two, 
months ago; 14 Madam , Treaties made in 
France are never k 
Lare. Wou'd you I wary me, Sic Harry! 
Wild.” Oh ! La eſt un grand mal but h 
Iwill marry you. 
Lure. Your Word, Sit, is not to be rely'don: 
ifa Gentleman will forfeit his Honour in Dealings 
of Buſineſs, we may reaſonably luſpect his Fidelity 
in an Amour, | 
Wild. My Honourin Dealings of Buſineſs! why, 
Madam, I neyer had any buſineſs in all my Life. 
Luxe. Yes, Sit Harry, I have beard à very odd 
Story, aud am ſorry that a Gentleman 2 Fi- 
gure Gould u the Scandal 
| Wild.” Out wi it 5 Madam. r 
Luxe. Why the Merchant, Sir, that u ines 
you out Bills of Exchange to you in France, * 
f ſome indirect 1 
Tee. Ay, ay, rok ROW him I Gd; 
Wu. I have no leſs than reaſon » 1 wy 
the Rogue has chered me of abore — 
' poung within theſe three 
| Lure. Tis your buſi chen — your ſelf 
- Publickly, for he ſpreads the Scandal every where. 
. re ay ſelf publickly es, 
I drive — er. the Cuy, and 


225 — old Villain round al . 
he thall run the Gauntlet = 
| vers 


n * n 


155 0 105 cn. 


t. in this Houſe ? 6 
| ag A , in the next Rom. 
' Wild. „ Sirrah , lend me yout Cudgel. 
Lure. Sit Harry, Jon wow t talle a Diſturbance 
in my Houſe? 

Wild. Diſturbance , Madam! Neve I'll bear 
him with the Temper of a Philoſopher, Here, 
Mrs. Parly, ſhew me the Gentleman. : 

( Exit with Parly. 

Lure, Now ſhall I get the old Monſter well beaten, 
and Sir . 5 rd nett Term with Bloodiheds: 
Batteries , and Damages, Sollicitors and At- 


23 


totnies; and if they don't teize him out of good 


humour , Til never plot, agen. 5 8 . * 


. 
4 


SCENE changes to another Rin * 5 


ee P08 


| This damn'd ende | A Ship and Car- 
go worth tive thouſand pound! why tis 
_ worth five hundred er 


N 7 Enter Wildair. 


Wild. Dear Mr. Alderman » I'm ES" 


voted and humble Servant. | 
Smug . My beſt Friend Sit Harry, jou' te vel 


come to England. 


Wud. III affure jou; Sir, there's not Van in : 


theKing's Dominions I'm gladder too meet, 


C 5 18 


| * 
aver and formal Crans. * 1 
1 by be s io the Hoſe now, , 


* . 8 
6 


. 
—— e 


” 
n 


8 8 2 ' . 
— n 1 
72 3 


ne 


ITE 


„ Mee e 


S. OLord, 8 0 

ways with 

ogg Tire is » Bak a Bufinefs Mr. Alderman fall'n 

out, which you may oblige me infinitely by — 1 

am voy ery cher m forc'd to be troubleſome; 
Smu » > as you — 

my words Sir T1 am very 1 ry foes 42 


Wild. That's not the matter Sit, I'm above an 
that way , bur the Buficeſs is, Iam te- 


to an indiſpenſible neceſſity of being obli 'd 
n . 


3 an Alderman turn Cudgel-Player, 


Ry fovr Upon my word, Sir, N 


- ror I — 3 but a 
Man might imagine by the — Sn: 
that you were in down ri 
Wild. Not in the leaſt, Sir, Ka bis, ] no 
in the leaſt indeed Sir 
Smup . Pray — your Jeſts, for 
are the e 
all id. S your Pardon with 
my Hearr , 
Caine, Pardon dr, that is ſatisfaftion enough 
from a Gentleman ; but ſeriouſly. no if you paſs 


n A1 en e , 


The” Conflant” Couple. 3 
Wild. 1 humbly beg your pertniſſion to break 
one or two more. - | (ring fun. 
Smug. OLord, Sir, you'll break my Bones: are 
you mad Sic > Murder! Felony! Manflaughter 
{ Wild. knocks bim down. 
Wild. Sir, I beg you ten thouſand Pardons ; but 
1 am abſolutely compell'd tot upon my Honour, 
Sir; nothing can be more averſe to my Incligacions , 
than to jeſt with my honeſt, dear » loving , obli- 
ging Friend * the Alderman. 1 1 | 124 


* * 
= 


muggler tumble: 
over and over, and ſhakes out hu Pocket-book 
on the Floor; Lurewell enters , tales it up ) 


- Lure. The old Rogue's Pocket-book , this may 
be of uſe. 1 
O Lord, Sit Harry's muꝛde ting the poor old Man — 

Smug. O dear Madam, I was beaten in jeſt, till 
I am murder'd in carnelt, 

Lure, Well, well, I'll bringty ou off ; Sg 
Frappex » Frappex. ; 

Sang. O for Charity's ſake , Madam reſcue a 
Lune. O you barbarous Man , hold , hold, 
Frappex , plus rudement , Frappex, 1 wonder you 
are not aſham d, + 3 ( holding Wild. 
A poor reverend honeſt Elder — ( helps Smug up. 
Now the Be, fle you ie Herg——For norbearing 

ow Uta r — or not 
him harder: Well 78 Dear , you ſhall * 


Smiling him all this while, Sc 


( ( Here Sir 8 Snuſh, 

Smug. Madam I will have amends rel leave 
the Place, Sir; How durſt you uſe me thus? 
d _ 


* The Conſtant dnl. 
2 . git. T fay der Twill have ſatiifaction. 
N Wich all my Heart. 
(Abreu Sauſh int his Eyer. 
Smug. O, Murder | Blindneſs! Fire! O Madam, 
Madan, get me ſome Water, Water! Fire! Fire! 
Water! | ( Exit. with Larewel. 
+ "Wild. How pleaſant r without 
"Paſſion: Tis the ny of Revenge. 


Let Let Stan elt, ard under Buſineſs 
And ſettling publick Quiet loſe their own. 

Let Soldiers drudge and fight for Pay or Fame : 
For when'they're ſhot , I think'tis much the ſame, 
Let Scholars vex their Brains with Mood and Tenſe , 
«And mad with ſtrength of Reaſon, Fools Commence, 


their . 
99 — 5 — 2 gain; 


| — And [cehing Pleaſure , ſpend their Li _ 
| Err 2 
Pleaſure 's the Mean, and Pleaſure 


No Spleen, no Trouble ie rr, 
r Te ch g. 


83 S383 ESESESESES 8 
ee r 1 1 I. 
SCENE, 7. be Street. 
Euter Standard. and Vizard. 
Standard. 


ing him word where the 
pr pr World! tis im 


41 M Fake Cit 
ble. 
Vs 


8 ww 
* 3 _— 


Sir , that m 
losen com) Words without ſo many —— 
me, Dear V ixard— Out Relief 
45 Ne, before it can be brought to yield to 
the diſadvantage of what we love; tis ſo great an 
Abuſe to our » that it makes the 2 
our Choice our own failing. But what ſaid Sir Harry ? 
Viz. He pitied the —— 5 | 
heartily , Flew away wh all the 3 a 


Bridegroom , repeating theſc Lines. 


eA Miſtviſs ne'er cas pal her Wr Doe 4 | 3 
Whoſe Wit can whet whene'er ber ln 


w.7 


Stand, (A Miſtriſs ner ne By all my Wrong 
he whores her! and I'm made their Property. Ven- 
geance 1 Vixard , you mult carry a Note from me 


Nc Wha: x Challenge. I hope you don't de- 


he? 
E 
— — affront ! 8 0 b Bona | 
Majeſty: aSouldier's Sword, Vizard, ſhould ſtart 
of it ſelf to redreſs its Maſter's W 

Vu. However, Sir, I thiok it not proper for me 
to carry any ſuch Meſſage between Friends. 

Stand. I have n'erea Servant here, what ſhall Ido? 

Fix. There's Tom Errand, the Porter , aeg; 
at the Blew Poſts, and who knows Sir 
his Haunts very well ; You may ſend a Note by hi 

Stand. Here! you! Friend! 
Vix. 1 have now ſame Buſine(s, and. muſt * 


N 1 W nevertheleſs aggipſt 


air. 
Stand. No now, not telling of Friends 
deres « May of 56 


» @. 


Fd 
GP 


- — » 
\ 4% . 4 * 
8 * 
1 * J * b 
es nana. 


r 


+4 
RY 


* X 
5 mm - - 
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4 — 3 
* 


Ls 
> 


Ae 


i 
"2 
4 
i 


. 
3 


= 2 


r NY * wn of, 
4 2 12 


* ＋ 


— = 


280 | " . 
2 „ —_— þ ; ms 
* . 


3 
love him 
Wife, n *. 
Fix. Nay Nay che Deriltabe him den ga, 25 


| Enter Porter mg 


W + 266; ie your ee alin Binge... 
_ - Stand. Is your Name Tom. Errand 7? 1 
Ety. People call me ſo, an't like your Worſhip. 
Stand. Dye know Sir Harry Wildair 7 
Fx. Ay, very well Sir, he's one of m y Maſters; 
M0 many a round half Crown have Ibad of is Worſhip, 
he's newly come home from France, Sir." 
Stand. Go to the next Coffeehouſe , and. Wait 


ay for me, — O Woman, Woman | 


| How bleſt is Man, when favour d by your Smiles: 

3 And how accurſt when all thoſe Smiles are found 
St o 

1 . 

e CI 2 


bien Wikiair and C fe, u. 


Cu ſen. Sir, Sir, Sir, having fore BuGnels of 
Importance to communicate 0 Jen, I would 
your Attemiun 9 willing Aﬀair that 1 wou 


impart to you.” 

"Fad. What What is your rfling dsl of Impor- 
tance pray | ſwert Swe © 
Clin, Fen. Pray Sit, wt he Ronda deep de 
Wel. Why tint Queſtion | fans 

eden = | 
| 9 cke fell 
N Me ou ate a S ravetier, Sir ; 


thre is n Air of Fact in the Tie of you Cra- 
b 76 3 - yats 


_ 11414 


.. 


us in Rome now ; A me I to ſome Ball 
me Rear 


e 


9 


- * — — ft 1 0 
* * 1 þ F 7 2 
* tl —_ 
6 * s Y 
- 
: - : 
. L = 


"= I 


wth hn wat 
& 0 7 pe 


Ene dete We 


'Clin, N 
Sir: 1 deligh to 


id. ar, J von t have Provocation; 
"Clin. Sen. vocation „ Sir! Zauns 5 Bir, In 


kill any Man for treading upon my. Corn, apdrhere 


t all the Princes in ſtaſy will be thete. 
W. d. And all the Fops and Fiddles in Burope — 


Dut che uſe of your ſwimming Girdle, pray, Sir? 


Clin. Sen. O Logd Sir, that's eie. Sy Soppoſe the 
Ship caſt away now, whilſt other fooli People 
are buſicat theit Prayers, I whipon my ſwimming 


Girdle, claps a Months Proviſion into my Pockers , 


apd ils we # away like an Egg ina Duck's Belly. — 


«Agr Sb Jo „ I have a new Project in my 


Where d'ye think my ſwimmang” Girdle 


ſhall Dl carry me upon” this oe 9 new 


Proj ject. | AF ; V s 4 nr 
"Wild. Where, Sir ? | 4 
" "Clin. Sen. To Cine Fecchia, Faith * Trot , 


and ſo ſave the Charges of my Paſlage ! Well, Sir, 


muſt Pardon me . I'm nr 


22 ed A 
whe —— 


Wala. This rellom s an accom 
Ke goes abroad; Well! this 4 


Tul Heart, be Wi. * I 
Nit. 


uſt pay het t other Viſit. 


"SCENE. „Lad. Darling's-Houſe, | 


TS 7.26 ; ll. 0260" 1 


[ . YL bus 


43a :* n vii uu. eee WoL 2007. « ! 
" Vabappy Siars « Lee whoſe chief Virwe 


is bur Cerem 


uch boaſted Modelty 
M. Theft conſigemene on 


mon , 


put a laviſh, f 


2 


- 


a. brace of Bullets, "that's all ;- 
oot ſeven [talians 4 Week, nach 


ill be a deviliſh Throog of People there; they ſay 


"Angelica fola - 1 he T6. * 


a N , 
ar 8 _ „ , 
« 


makes our bo tamble mote . 
eſerves our outward Fame, . 

out in ward Quiet — Tis bard that Love ſhou d 

E the prin e of Hared ; 2 

and Dettaction ſhou d be fo much indulg d, 

lacred Love and Truth debarr'd our Converſation. 


in. /Clinchet , ar. and Dicky. 


Darl./ This is my Daughter, Couſin, 
Dil. Now, Sit, 1 1 8 2 99 three ſcarpes. 
Clin, ſaluting Ange One , two, three, 
[ Kiſſes 820 your hie Servant, Was pot that 
right, Dic 

Dick, Ay Rich, sit, bar 2 *cyouſpeak to het. 
Clin. "A Ibeg your Pa Dicky. 9 7 
1 Wou's you have me ſpeak to a Lady at 

£ 

Deb Ay, 41 by all means, the ficſt Aims | 

ur | 
Clin... Jun, Now for.a good Jeſt , to make her 


laugh heartily = «Ammon 1'll Ye 
3 * | rial ' Gee reward er ; 


e bias: 


Wild. Tis all ro no purpoſe, 1 told you ſo bee 
fore, your pitiful Five Guinea's will never do 
you may march, Sit, for as 9 Five Hundred 


he: 4 will go, I'll out - bid 
Clin, Jun. harthe Devil! ie Mad- man's here 


. bie me, Couſin. 1 what d'ye mean 
Affront a Gentleman of his Quality iu my Houſe | - 
Clin. Jun. . | why, Madam, I don't know 
what you mea Madmen, and your Beaux, 
ad your Wa —They re all alike I believe. 2 


"7 Dl. 
" * 0 v3 


out Words 
and what 


| | 
no The Conſtant Couple. 
Darl. Pray, Sir, walk with me into the next Room. 
{ Exit Darl. leading Clin. Dicky follows, 
Angel. Sir, if your Converſation be no more 
agreeable than 'rwas the laſt time; I wou'd adviſe 
you to make it as ſhort as you can. | 
Wild. The Offences of my Laſt Viſit, Madam, WW; 
bore their Puniſhment in the Commiſhon ; and 
have made me as uncaſie till I receive Pardon, as 
your Ladyſhip can be till I ſue for it. 
"I Angel. Sir Harry, 1did not well underſtand the ! 
Offence, and welt therefore Een it to the M1 
teatneſs of your Apology ; if you wou'd therefore MW 
— me think it light, take no great Pains in au 
Excuſe. | 


Wild. How ſweet muſt be the Lips that guard 

that Tongue! — | 
Then, Madam, no more of paſt Offences, let us 

repare for Joys to come; let this ſeal my Pardon. Wc 
{Kiſer hand.] And this [Again] initiate me to Wh 
r Happineſs. | 

Angel. Hold, Sir , — one Queſtion , Sit Harry, 
and pray anſwer plainly : D'ye love me? 

Wild. Love you ! Does Fire aſcend > Do Hipo- 
crites diſſemble? Uſures love Gold, or Great Men 
Flattery ? Doubt theſe , then queſtion that I Love. 

Angel. This ſhows your Gallantry , Sit, but 
not your Love, | 
Wild, View your own Charms, Mzdam , then 
judge of my Pa ſſion; your Beauty raviſhes my Eye, 
your Voice my Ear , and your Touch has thrill'd my 
melring Soul. | 

Angel. If your words be real, tis in your Pow't 
to raiſe an equal Flame in me. | 

Wild. Nay then ] ſcize =— 

Angel. Hold, Sir , tis alſo poſſible to make 
me deteſt and ſcorn you worſe than the moſt pro- 
Aigate of your deceiving Sex. 


Wild, 


The Cunſtant Couple. 51 
Wild. Ha! A very odd turn this. I hope, Ma- 
dam. you only affect Anger, becauſe you know 
our Frowns are negpss. the ben] AY 8 
Angel. Sit Harry, you being u 
your — Deſigns, ol beſt underſtand whether my 
Anger ſhou'd be real or diſlembled : Think what 
ſtrict Modeſty ſhou'd beat, then judge of my Re- 
ſentments. 1125 
Wild. Strict Modeſty ſhou'd bear 1 Why faith 
Madam, I believe the ſtricteſt Modeſty may bear 
fifty Guineas , and I dou't believe t'will beat oue 
karching more. I'*- 
K Angel. What d'ye mean, Sir? 

Wild. Nay, Madam, what do you mean? If you 
go to that: I think now Fifty Guinea's is a very 
ine offer for your ſtrict Modeſty, as you call it. 

Angel. Tis mote Charitable, Sir Harry, to 
charge the Impertinence of a Man of your Figure , 
on his defect in Underſtanding, than on his want 
of Manners I'm afraid you're Mad, Sir. 

Wild. ws Madam, you're enough to make 
y Man mad. S'death, ate not you a—m= _ 
Angel. What, Sir? „ 

Wild, Why , a Lady of— firict Modeſty , if 
u will have it ſo? | 


ut Angel. I ſhall never hereafter truſt common Re- 

rt, Which repreſented you, Sir, a Man of Ho- 
en Nur, Wir, and Breeding ; fot I find you very 
c » Wehcient in them all. [ Exit: 


Wild. ſolus. Now I find that the ſtrict Pretences 
hich the Ladies of Pleaſure make to ſttict Mo- 
ity , 'is the reaſon why thoſe of Quality are 
am'd to wear it. | 

8 Euter Vizard. 

ke | 
ro- ¶ Vz. Ah, Sit Harry, have I caught you? well, 


what Sucg(s? 
id, D 2 Wild. 


72 The Conſtant Couple. 

Wild. Succeſs! tis a ſhame for you yeung Fel. 
lows in Town here, to let the Wenches grow ſo 
ſawcy: I offter'd her Fifty Guinea's , and ſhe was 
in her Airs preſently. I cou'dhavehad two Coun- 
teſſes in Paris for half the Money, and Fe vous re- 
mercie into the Bargain. 

Vix. Gone in her Airs ſay you? And did not 
you follow her ? 

Wild. Whither ſhou'd 1 follow here ? 

Vix. Into her Bed - Chamber, Man. She went on 
— arfy you a Man of Gallantry , and not un- 
deritand that a Lady's beſt pleas'd when ſhe puts on 
her Airs , as you call it. 

Wild, She talk d to me of ſtrict Modeſty,and ſtuff. 

Vix. Certainly moſt Women magnify their Mo 
deſty , for the ſame reaſon that Cowards boaſt 
their Courage, becauſe they have leaſt onꝰ t. Come 
come, Sit Harry, when you make your ner 
Aſſault, incourage your Spirits with brisk Burgundy 

if you ſucceed , tis well; if not, you have a fai 
excuſe for. your Rudeneſs, I'll go in, and mak 
our Peace for what's paſt. Oh! I had almo 
He Gl Standard wants to ſpeak with yo 
about ſome Buſineſs. 0 

Wild. I'll wait upon him preſently , d'ye know 
where he may be found? 5 6 

Viz. In the Piazza of Covent-Garden , about a 
Hour hence, I promiſed to ſee him, and ther 
you may meet him; to have your Throat cut. 


= 


_ l [ Aſide 
I'll go in and intercede for you. | 

Wild. But no foul play with the Lady, 17 
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Viz. No fair play I can aſſure you. Exit 


SCL 


" The Conſtant cut. og 


SCEN E, The Street before Lurewell's 
Lodgings; Clincher Sen. and Lure - 
well Coqueting in the Balcony. 


Euter Standard. 
Standard. 


How weak is reaſon in diſputes of Love ! that 
daring Reaſon which ſo oft pretends to queſtion 
Works of high Omanipotence , yet poorly truckles 
to our weakelt Paſſions ,. and yields implicite Faith 
to fooliſh Love, paying blind Zeal to faithleſs 
Womans Eyes, I've heard her Falſhood with ſack 
preſſing Proofs, that I no longer ſhou'd diſtruſt it. 
Yer ſtill my Love wou'd baffle Demonſtration, and 
make Impoſſibilities ſcem probable. { Looks up.] Ha ! 
that Fool too! what! ſtoop ſo low as that Animal ! 
Tris true, Women once fall'n , like Cowards 
indeſpair, will ſtick at nothing, there's no Medium 
in their actions. They mult be bright as Angels, 
or black as Fiends. But now for my Revenge, 
II kick her Cully before her Face, call het a Whore , 
curſe the whole Sex, and ſo leave her. Goes in. 

Lurewell comes down with Clincher. Scene 
changes to a Dining Room, 

Lure. O Lord, Sir, tis my Husband : What 
will become of you ? 

Clin. Eh ! Your Husband ! Oh I ſhall be mur- 
det d. What ſhall I do? Where ſhall I run? Ill 
creep into an Oven , I'll climb up the Chimney ; 
Fit fy; I'll (wim; —1 wiſh to the Lord I were 
at the Tubilee now. 

Lure, Can't you think of any thing, Sit? 


D 3 Zu- 


T be Conſtant Couple. 
Enter Tom Errand. 


54. 


— 


What do you want, Sit? | 

Erra. Madam, I am for Sir Harry Wil- 
dair ; I ſaw him come in here this Morning; and 
did imagine he might be here ſtill. 

Lure. A lucky Hitt ! Here Friend, change 
Clothes with this Gentleman quickly: Strip. 

Clinc. Ay, ay, quickly ſtrip: I'll give you Half 

a Crown. Come here: So. 


They change Clothes. 


Lure. Now lip you, * Clinch] down ſtairs, 
and wait at the Door till my Husband be gone; 
And get you in there ¶ to the Porter] till I call you. 

f [ Puts Errand into the next Room, 


Enter Standard. 


Oh, Sir ! Are you come? I wonder Sir , how 
ou have the Contidence to approach me after fo 
ale a Trick, 

Stand. O Madam, all your Artifices won't prevail. 

Lure. Nay Sir Your Artifices won't avail. 1 

jars jo » Sir, that I gave you Caution enough a- 
gainſt troubling me with Sit Harry Wildair's Com- 
pany when I ſent his Letters back by you: Yet 
you forſooth muſt tell him where1lodg'd, and ex- 
pole me again to his impertinent Courtſhip, 

Stand. Iexpoſe you to his Courtſhip ! | 

Lure. I'll lay my Life you'll deny it now: Come, 
come, Sir, a pitiful Lye is as ſcandalous to a Red 
Coat as an Oath ro a Black. Did not Sir Harry 


himſelf tell me, that he found our by you where 
I lodg'd ? | 


Stand, 


F 
* 
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Stand. You're all Lyes : Firſt , your is 
falſe , your Eyes are double ; one Look belyes 
another: And then your Tongue does contradict 
them all. Madam , I ſee a little Devil juſt now 
hammering out a Lye in your Pericranium. 

Lure, As I hope for Mercy he's in the tight o'n: 
[ e Aſide) Held, Sir, You have got the Play-houſe 
Cant vpon your Tongue ; and think that Wit may 
privilege your Railing : But I muſt tell you Sir, 
that what is Satyr 2 the Stage, is ill Mannets here. 

Stand. What is feign'd upon the Stage, is bete 
in Reality; real Falſhood. Yes, yes, Madam, 
I expos'd you to the Courtſhip of your Fool Cline her 
too I hope your Female Wiles will impoſe that 
upon me alſo —— 
Lure. Clincher! Nay , now, you're ſtark mad. 
I know no ſuch Perſon. | 

Stand, O Woman in Perfection! not know him 
Slife , Madam can me Eyes, my piercing jealous 
Eyes be ſo deluded ? Nay Madam, my Noſe could 
not miſtake him ; for | ſmele the Fop by his Pul- 
vilio , from the Balcony down to the Street. 

Lure. The Balcony! Ha, ha, ha, the Balcony! 
I'll be hang'd but he has miſtaken Sit Harry Wil- 
dair's Foorman with a new French Livery . for a 
Beau. 

Stand. S'death Madam, what is there in me 
that looks like a Cully > Did I not ſee him? | 

Lure. No, no, you cou'd not ſee him; You're 
dreaming , Colonel: Will you believe your Eyes, 
now, thatIhaverubb'd them open? Hete, you | 
Friend. 

Enter Errand in Clincher's Cloaths, 


Stand. This is Illuſion all; My Eyes conſpire a- 
gainſt themſelves. Tis Legerdemain. * 

Lure. Legerdemain ! Is that all your Acknow- 

D 4 ledgment 
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ledgment for your tude Behaviour? — Oh, what 
a Curſe is it to love as Ido! — But don't preſume 
too far, Sit, on my Affection: For ſuch ungenetous 
Uſage will ſoon return my tir'd Heart. —— Be 
gone Sir | 10 the Porter, ] to your impertinent Maſter , 
and tell him I ſhall never be at leiſure to receive any 
of his troubleſome Viſt's — ſend to me to know 
when I ſhould be at home! — Be goue Sit: 
I am (ure he has made me an unfortunate Woman. 
[ Weeps, 
Stand. Nay, then there is no certainty in Nature ; 

and Truth is only Falſhood well diſguis'd. 
Lure. Sit, had not 1 own'd my fond fooliſh 
Paſſion , I ſhou'd not have been ſubject to ſuch 
unjuſt Suſpicions; But tis an ungrateful Return, 
| weeping, 
Stand. Now where are all my firm Relolves? J 
will believe her juſt. My Paſſion rais'd my Jea- 
Jonſic ; then why may'nt Love be blind in finding 
faults as in excuſin m — I hope , Madam, 
you'll pardon me, 123 that magnify d my 
Suſpicion is as much the Effect of Love as my 

Eaſineſs in being ſatisfy'd. 

Lure. Eaſinels in being (atisfy'd ! You Men have 
got an inſolent way of extorting Pardon , by 
perſiſting in your Faults, No, no, Sir, cheriſh your 
Suſpicions , and feed upon your Jealouſie: Tis fit 
Meat for your ſqueamiſh Stomach. 


With me all Women ſhou'd this Rule purſue: 
Who thinks us falſe , ſhou'd never find us true. 
| Exit. in a Rage. 


Enter Clincher in the Porter's Cloaths. 


Clin, Well, Intriguing is the prettieſt pleaſanteſt 
thing for a Man of my Parts: — How — we 
vs 
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laugh at the Husband when he is gone? === How 
ſillily he looks ! He's in labour of Horns already: 
—— to make a Colonel a Cuckold! "Twill be rare 
News for the Aldermen. r 
Stand. All this Sir Harry bas occaſion d; but he's 
brave , and will afford me juſt Rev : oO! 
this is the Porter I ſent the Challenge by: —Well 
Sir , have found him ! 
Clin. What the Devil does he mean now? * 
Stand. Have you given Sir Harry the Note, Fellow? 
Clin. The Note! What Note? 
Stand. The Letter, Blockhead , which I ſent by 
you to Sir Harry Wildair ; have you ſeen him 
Clin. O Lord, what ſhall I ſay now? Scen him! 
Yes Sir. — No Sir. — I have Sir. —I have not Sir. 
Stand. The Fellow's mad. * Anſwer me directly 
Sirrah , or I'll break your Head. hab! 
Clin, I know Sir Harry very well, Sir; but as 
to the Note Sit, I can't remember a Word on't z 
Truth is , I have a very bad Memory. | 
Stand. O Sir , I'll quicken your Memory. 
Strikes bim. 
Clin. Zauns, Sir, hold, — Idid give him the Note. 
Stand. And what Anſwer ? 
Clin. I mean Sir, I did not give him the Note. 
Stand. What , d'ye banter , Raſcal? 
f him again. 
Clin. Hold Sir , hold , He did ſend an Anſwer. 
Stand. What was't Villain? 
Clin. Why truly Sir, I have forgot it: I told 
you that I had a very treacherous Memory. 
Stand. 1'll engage you ſhall remember me this 
Month z Raſcal. [ Beats him off 3 and Exit, 


1 Eu- 
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| Enter Lurewell and Parly. 


Lure. Fort bon, fort bon, fort bon, This is better 
than I expected; bar Fortune ſtill helps the In- 


Clin, Ah! The Devil rake all Intriguing, fay I, 
and him who firſt invented Canes: — That curs'd 
Colonel has got ſuch a Knack of beating his Men, 
that he has left the Mark of a Collar of Bandileets 
about my Shoulders. 

Lure. O my poor Gentleman! And was it beaten ? 

Clin. Yes, I have been beaten: But where's my 

Cloaths , my Cloaths ? 
ue. What, you won't leave me fo ſoon , my 
Dear 3 will 3 5 

Clin: Wil ye! If ever I into a Colonel's 
Tent agen, may I be forc'd to run the Gauntlet: 
— Burt my Cloaths , Madam. | 

Lure. I ſent the Porter down ſtairs with them: 
Did not you meet him: . 

Clin. Meet him! No, not J. 

Parl. No ? He went out of the Back-door , and 
is run clear away I'm afraid. 

Clin. Gone, ſay you? And with my Cloaths? 
My fine Jubilee Cloaths > — O, the Rogue, the 
Thief! — I'll have him 'd for Murder: — 
But how ſhall 1 get home in this Pickle ? 

Parl. I'm afraid, Sir , the Colonel will be back 
preſently ; for he dines at home. | 

Clin. Oh, then I muſt ſneak off! Was ever Man 
ſo manag'd ! to have his Coat well thraſh'd and loſe 
his Coat too? [ Exit. 

Lure, Thus the Noble Poet ſpoke truth, 

Nothing (utes worſe with Vice than want of Senſe: 
Fools are ſtill wicked at their own Expence. PEP 
: arl. 
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Parl. Methinks Madam, the Injuries you have 
ſufter'd by Men muſt be very great, to raiſe ſuch 
heavy Reſentments againſt the whole Sex. 

Lure. The greateſt lujury that Woman cou'd 
ſuſtain ; They robb'd me of that Jewel, which 

reſerv'd , exalts our Sex almoſt to Angels ; but 
eltroy d , debaſes us below the worſt of Brutes, 
Mankind. 

Parl. But I think, Madam, your Anger ſhou'd 
be only confin'd to the Author of your Wrongs. 

Lure. The Author ! Alas, I know him not, 
which makes my Wrongs the greater. 

Parl. Not know him! 'Tis odd Madam, that 2 
Man ſhou'd rob you of that ſame Jewel you men- 
tion'd, and you not know him. 

Lur. Leave Trifling; — tis a Subject that always 
ſowres my Temper ; but ſince by thy faithful Service 
I have ſome Reaſon toconfide in your Secreſie, hear 
the ſtrange Relation: — Some twelve, twelwe Years 

o, I liv'd at my Father's Houſe in enn , 
bleſt with Innocence, the ornamental , but weak 
Guard of blooming Beauty: I was then juſt Fifrcen , 
an age oft fatal to the Female Sex; Our Youth is temp- 
ting, our Innocence credulous , Romances moving, 
Love powerful, and Men are — Villains. Then 
it hapned that three young Gentlemen from the U- 
niverſity coming into the Country, and being 
benighred , and Strangers, call'd at my Father's : 
He was very glad of their Company, and offer d 
them the Entettainment of his Houſe. 

Parl. Which they accepted, no doubt: Oh! 
theſe ſtrouling Collegians are never abroad , bur 
upon ſome Miſchief. 

Lure. They had ſome private Frolick or Deſign 
in their Heads, as appear'd by their not naming 
one another; which my Father perceiving , out o 
Civility, made no caquiry iuto their Aﬀairs; two 

of 


my Father was ſo pleas d with his Convetſation, 
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of chem had a heavy , pedantick , Univerſity Air 
a ſort of diſagreeable ſchalaſtick Booriſhneſs 7 their 
Behaviour, but the third 
Parl. Ay! the third, Madam, — the third of 
all things , they ſay, is very Critical. ' - 
Lure. He was — but in ſhort , Nature cut him 
out for my undoing ; — he ſeem' d to be about 
Eighteen. 
Parl. A fit Match for your Fifteen as cou'd be, 
Lure. He had a genteel Sweetneſs in his Face, a 
ceful Comelineſs in his Perſon, and his Tongue 
was fit to ſooth ſoft Innocence to ruine : His very 
Looks were Witty , and his expreſſive Eyes ſpoke 
ſofter prettyer things than Words cou'd frame. 
Parl. There will be Miſchief by and by; I never 
heard a Woman talk ſo much of Eyes, but there 
were Tears preſently after. 
Lure. His Diſcourſe was directed to my Father, 
but his Looks to me. After Supper I went to my 
Chamber, and read Caſſandra, then went to Bed, 
and dreamt of him all Night, roſe in the Morning, 
and made Verſes; ſo fell deſperately in Love 


that he beg d their Company next Day; they con- 
ſented, and next Night, Parly — 
Parl. Ay, next Night, Madam, — next Night 
I'm afraid , was a Night indeed. | 
Lure. He brib'd my Maid with his Gold out © 
her Honeſty , and me with his Rhetorick out of 
my Honour ſhe admitted him to my Chamber, 
— 4. he — „and ſwore, and wep't, and 
' conquer” a i Weeps. 
ah Alak a day, poor Fifteen ! i Hache. 
Lure. He ſwors that he wou'd come down fro 
Oxford in a Fortnight, and marry me. | 
Parl. The old bait! the old bait I was chea- 
ted juſt fo my ſelf. Aide. 
| B 


ur 
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, — mea not you the wit to know his Name all this 
while? 

Lure. Alas! what Wit has Innocence like mine? 

f he told me that he was under an Obligation to his 
Companions of concealing himſelf then, but that 

| he wou'd write to me in two Days, and let me 

| know his Name and Quality. After all the bin- 

ding Oaths of Conſtancy , joyning Hands, exchan- 

ging Hearts, I gave him a Ring with this Motto, 

Love and Honour , then we patted; but Incverfaw 

the dear Deceiver more. 

Parl. No, nor never will, I warrant you. 

Lure. I need not tell my Griefs , which my Fathers 
Death made a fair Prerence for ; he left me ſole 
Heireſs and Executtix to Three Thouſand Pounds 
a Year, At laſt my Love for this ſingle Diſſembler , 
rurn'd to a hatred of the whole Sex; and teſolvin 
to divert my Melancholy, and make my large For- 
rune ſubſervient to my Pleaſure and Reveuge , I 
went to Travel; where in moſt Courts of Europe I 
have done ſome Execution: Here I will play my 
laſt Scene; then retire to my Country Houſe, live 
ſolitary, and die a Penitent. 

Pari. But don't youſtill love this dear Diſſembler ? 

Lure. Moſt certainly: Tis Love of him that keeps 
my Anger warm, repreſenting the Baſeneſs of 
Mankind full in View, and makes my Reſentments 
work, — We ſhall have that old impotent Lecher 
Smuggler here to night: I have a Plot to ſwinge 
him and his preciſe Nephew Virard. 

Parl. I think, Madam, you manageevery body 
that comes in your ki 

Lure. No, Parly, thoſe Men, whoſe Pretenſi - 
ons I found juſt and honourable, I fairly diſmiſt 
by letting them know my firm Reſolutions never 
to marty, But thoſe Villains that wou'd attempt 
my Honour, I've ſeldom fail'd to manage. 


Parl. 


-— . eau = 
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parl. What d'yè think of the Colonel, Madam? 
I ſuppoſe. his Deſigns are honourable. : 

Lure. That Man's a Riddle; There's ſomething 
of Honour in his Temper that pleaſes: I'm fore he 
loves me too, becauſe he's ſoon jealous, and ſoon 
farisfied ; But he's a Man ſtill. — When I once 
try'd his Pulſe about Marriage , his Blood ran as 


| low as a Cowards: He ſwore indeed thatheloy'd 


me, but cou'd not matry me forſooth, becauſe 
he was engag'd elſewhere. So poor a Pretence made 
me diſdain his Paſſion, which otherwiſe might 
have been uneaſie to me, — But hang him, Ihave 
teiz'd him enough : — Beſides , Party, I begin 
to be tir'd of my Revenge; — but this Buſs and 
Guinea l muſt maul once more: I'll hanſelthis Wo- 
man's Cloaths for him. Go, get me Pen and Ink; 
I muſt write to Vixard too. ra Lad 


Fortune this once aſſiſt me as before. 
Tuo ſuch Machines can ne ver work in vain, 


A thy propitious Wheel, and my projefting Brain. 


The End of the Third A, 
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2288282828288 38 78 
nr. 
SCENE, Covent-Garden. 


Wildair and Standard meeting. 
Standard. 


Fee but ſince my Wrong | 


were without Ceremony , my Revenge ſhall be ſo too. 


Draw, Sir, 

Wild. Draw, Sir! What ſhall I draw? 

Stand. Come, come, Sir, I like your facetious 
Humour well enough: It ſhows Courage and Un- 
concern: I know you brave; and therefore uſe you 
thus. Draw your Sword. 


Wild. Nay, to oblige you I will draw: Zut the 


Devil take me if I fight —— Perhaps, Colonel, this 


is the pretieſt Blade you have ſeen. 


Stand, I doubt not but the Arm is good; and 


therefore think both worth my 
Come, Sir? 


Wild. But, prithce Colonel, doſt think that I 
am ſuch a Mad-Man as to ſend my Soul to the 


Devil, and m to the Worms upon eve 
Fools Errand ? 1 N 


Stand, I hope you're no Coward , Sir? 
8 Coward, Sr, Thave Eight thouſand Pounds 
2a Lear, Sit. 


Stand. You fought in Flandres to m Knowledge. 
Wild. Ay, for D wore a 
Red Coat: Becauſe twas faſhionable. 


& 


Stand, 


T 1 an * k '» \ 


\ | 


ry 
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Stand. Sir, you fought a French Count in Parb. 
Wild, True, Sir; he was a Beau, like my (elf; 


Now you're a Soldier, Colonel, and Fighting's 


your Trade; And I think it down-right Madneſs to 
contend with any Mau in his Profeſſion \. 

Stand. Come, Sit, no more Dallying : I fhall 
take very unſeemly Methods if you don't ſhow your 
ſelf a Gentleman. 

Wild. A Gentleman! Why there agen now. A 
Gentleman! I tell you once more , Colonel that I 
am a Baronet, and have eight thouſand Pounds a 
Year. I can dance, ſing, ride, fence, undetſtand 
the Languages. Now , 1 can't conceive how running 
you through the Body ſhou'd contribute one Jot 
mote to my Gentility. But, pray Colonel, I had 
forgot to ask you: What's the Quatrel? 

Stand. A Woman, Sit. | 

Wild. Then I put up my Sword, Take her. 

Stand. Sir, 7 Honour's concern d. 

Wild. Nay, if your Honour be concern d with 
a Woman, get it out other Hands as ſoon as you 
can. An hondurable Lover is the greateſt Slave in 


 Natureiſome will ſay, the greateſt Fool. Come, come, 


Colonel, this is ſome thing about the Lady Lurewel, 
I wartant; Ican give you ſatisfaction in that Affair. 
Staud. Do ſo then immediately. 

Wild. Put up your Sword fitſt: Lou know I dare 
fight: But I had much rather make yo a Friend 
than an Enemy. I can aſſute you this Lady will 


prove too hard for one of | your Temper. You have 


too much Honour, too much in Conſcience, to 
be a Favourite with the Ladies. 

Stand I am aſſur d, Sit, ſhe never gave you any 
Encouiage ment. HG 7 360 
. A Man can never beat Reaſon with a 
Sword in his Hand. | Sheath your Weapon; and 
then if I don't ſatisſie you ,- ſheath it in my | x 
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Stand. Give me but Demonſtration of her gran- 
ting you any Favour, and tis enough. 
Wild. Will you take my Word? 
Stand. Pardon me, Sir, I cannot. 
- Wild. Will you believe your own Eyes ? 
Stand. Tis ten to one whether I ſhall or no: 
yup have deceiv'd me already. | 
ild. That's hard; — But ſome means I ſhall 
deviſe for | your Satisfaction. — We muſt fly this 
Place, elle that Cluſter of Mobb will overwhelm 
us. [ Exeunt. 


Bute Mobb , Tom Errand's Wiſe burying in Clin- 
cher ſenior #Erratds Cloatbs. 


Wife, O, the Villain, the Rogue, he has mut- 
der'd, my Huſband: Ah, my poot Timothy; 
Clin Dem your Timothy ; =— _ | 
Your Husband has murder'd me, Woman; For 
1 he has catry'd away my fine Jubilee Cloaths. 
Wiſe. Ah, you Cut- Throat, have you not got 
his Cloaths upon your Back there } — Neighbours , 
< don't. you know poor Timothy's Coat and Apron ? 
. Mobb. A » 27, tis the ſame. 
g . Firſt Mobb. What ſhall we do with him, Neigh- 
ours? | 
5 Second Mobb. We'll pull him in pieces. 
0 Firſt Mobb. No, no ; then we may be hang'd 
11 for Murder : but we'll drown him, 
Clin. Ah, good People, pray don't drown me; 


cs FVY Jr. ca = 


a0 for I never learnt to ſwim in all my Life. Ah, this 

plaguy Incriguing ! | 

g Mobb. Away with him , away with him to the 
Y Thames. | 


Clin. Oh, if I bad but my Swimming Girdle now. 


E | En- 


| 
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; Conſt. Very well, the Man 
like a Gentleman | 


Enter Conſtable. 


Conſt. Hold, Neighbours, I command the Peace. 
Wiſe. O, Mr. Conſtable , here's a Rogue that 
has 'murder'd my Husband and robb'd him of his 
Cloaths. | 
Conſt. Murder and Robbery! then he muſt be a 
Gentleman. Hands oft there , he muſt not be abus'd. 
»— Give an Account of your ſelf: Are you a Gent- 
leman? 
Clin. No, Sir, I am a Beau. 
. Canſt. Then you have kill'd no body, I'm per- 
ſwaded. How came you by theſe Cloaths, Sit? 
Clin. You muſt know, Sit, that walking along, 
Sir, Idon't know how, Sit: 1 can't tell where, 
Sir; and == ſo the Porter and Ic d Cloaths , Sir. 
Reaſon 7 and 


Wiſe. But pray Mr. Conſtable, ask him how 
he chang'd Cloaths with him. 

- Conſt. Silence, Woman, and don't diſturb the 
Court. Well, Sir, how did you change Cloaths ! 

Clin. Why, Sir, he pull'd off my Coat, and I 
drew oft his: So I put on his Coat, and he puts 
on mine. ö 

Conſt. Why Neighbours, I don't find that he's 
guilty : Search him; and if he carties no Arms 
about him, we'll let him go, 

{ They ſearch his Pockets , and pull out bis Piſtols, 
Clin. O Gimmi 1 my Jubilee Piſtols. 

Conſt, What, a Caſe of Piſtols! Then the Caſe 
is plain- Speak, what are you, Sit? whence come 
you, and whither go 2 

Clia. Sir, I came from Rußel- ſireet, aud am 
going to the Jubilee. 

Wife. You ſhall go to the Gallows, you Rogue. 


Conſt. 


gate ſttaight. 
Clin. I hall go tothe Jubilee now indeed. ¶ Exeunt, 


Re-enter Wildair and Standard. 


Wild. Inſhort , Colonel, tis all Nonſence: Fight 
for a Woman! Hard by is the Lady's Houſe ; if 
you pleaſe, we'll wait on her together: You ſhall 
draw your Sword, Fil draw my Snaſh-box : You 
ſhall produce your Wounds receiv'd in War, I'll 
relate mine by Cupid's Dart; — You ſhall look- 
big, I'll ogle z — you (hall (wear, I'llfigh; — You 
ſhall /a, ja, and I'llcouper; And if the flies not to 
my Arms, like a Hawk to its Pearch , my Dan- 
cing-Maſter deſerves to be damin'd. 

Stand. With the generaliry of Women, Igtant 
you, theſe Arts may prevail. | 

Wild. Genetality of Women! Why there agen 
you're out. They're all alike , Sir: Inevet of 
any one that was particular, but ove, 
Stand. Who was the , pray? 

Wild. Penelope. I think the's call'd ; and that's 
a Poetical Story roo. When will you find a Poet in 
our Age make a Woman ſo chaſte ? 

Stand. Well, Sir Harry, your facetious Hamour 
can diſguiſe Falſhood , and make Calumny pals for 
Satyr ; But you have promiſs'd me ocular Demon- 
ſttation tliat ſhe favours you: Make that good, and 
I fhall chen maintain Fair and Female to be as in- 
conſiſtent as Truth and Falſhood. 

Wild: Nay , by what you have told me, 1 am 
ſatisfied thas the impoſes on us all; And Vixard too 
ſeems what I ſtill ſuſpected him: But his Honeſt 
once miltruſted , ſpoils his Knavery : — But will 
you be convinc'd if our Plot ſucceed's; 

Stand, I rely on your Word and Honour, Sir 

E 3 Har- 


* 
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© © Conſt. Away with him, away with him to New- 
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Harry; which, if I doubted, my Diſtruſt wou'd 
cancel the Obligation of their Security. 

Wild. Then — me half an 3 hence "ch the 
Rummer : You mult oblige me Ing a 
Glaſs with me toward the | fitting * ons for a — 
tain Project, which this NightI undertake. 
7 1 I gueſs by the Preparation, that Woman's 

e deſign, 

Wild, Yes „faith, — I am taken dangerouſly 
ill with two fooliſh Maladies , Modeſty and Love; 
the firſt 1'll cure with Burgundy , and my Love by a 
Night's Lodging with the Damſel. A ſure Remedy. 
Probatum eſl. | 

Stand, I'Il certainly meet you, Sir. 

[ Exeunt ſeveraly. 


Enter Clincher junior and Dicky. 


Clin. Ah! Dicky , this London is a (ad Place, a 
Gd vicious Place: I wiſh that I were in the Coun- 
try agen. And this Brother of mine ! I'm ſorry he's 
ſo great a Rake: I had rather ſee him dead than 

| ſee him thus. 

Dick, Ay, Sir he'll ſpend his whole Eſtate at this 
ſame Jubilee. Who, d'ye think lives at this fame 
Jubilee? 

Clin. Who pray ? 

Dick. The P Ope. 
„Clin. The Devil he does ! my Brother go to che 

Place where the Pope dwells ! he's bewitch d ſure. 


Enter Tom Ercand in Cliticher Seniors Cloaths, 
Dick. Indeed I believe he is, for he's ſtrangely 


alter'd, | 
Clin, Alter'd! why he looks like a Jeſuit already. 
Erra. This Lace will ſell. Whata Blockhead was 


the 


he 
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the Fellow to truſt me with this Coat! If I can get 
croſs the Garden, down to the Water-ſide , I'm 


pretty ſecute. Aſide. 
Clin. Brother! — Alaw ! O Gemini? are you 
my Brother? | 


Dick. I ſeize you in the King's Name, Sir, 
Erra, OLotd, ſhou'd this prove ſome Parliament 
Man now ! 
Clin. Speak you Rogue, what ate you. 
—_ A poor Porter, Sir, and going of an Er. 
rand. 
Dick. What Errand? ſpeak you Rogue. 
Erra. A Fools Errand 4 afraid 
Clin, Who ſent you? 
Erra. A Beau, Sir. 
Dick. No, no, the 1 / has murdet'd your 
Brother, and ſtript him of his Cloaths. 
Clin. Murder'd my Brother! O Crimini! O my 
2— Jubilee Brother ! — ſtay , by Fupiter Ammon l 
m Heir tho': ſpeak Sirrah , Have you kill'd him? 
Confeſs that you have kill'd him, and I'll give you 
Half a Crown. 
Erra. Whol, Sir? alack-a-day , Sir, Inever kill'd 
any Man, but a Carrier's Hotſe once. 
Clin. Then you ſhall certainly be Hang d; but 
confeſs that you kill'd him, and we'll let you go. 
Erra. Telling the Truth hangs a Man , but con- 
felling a Lye can do no harm; beſides, if the worſt 
comes tothe worſt , Ican but _ itagen; — Well, 
Sir, fince I muſt tell you, I did kill him. 
Clin. Here's your Money, — but are you ſure 
you kill'd him dead ? 
Erra. Sit , I'll ſwear it before any Judge in England, 
Dick. But are you ſure that he's Dead in Law? 
Erra. Dead in Law ! I can't tell whether he be 
Dead in Law: But he's as dead as a Door Nail; for 
I gave him ſeven knocks on the Head with a Ham- 
mer. E 3 1 
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Dick, Then you have the Eſtate by the Statute. 
Any Man that's knock d o'ch' Head is Dead in Law. 
Clin. But ate you ſure he was Compos Mentu when 
he was kill'd ? 
Erra. 1 ſuppoſe he was , Sir, for he told me 
nothing to the contrary afterwards, | 
Clin. Hey! — then I go to the Fubilee — Strip , 
Sir, ſtrip ? By Jupiter Ammon (trip, 
Dick. Ah ! don't ſwear , Sir. | 
[ Puts on bis Brother's Clothes. 
Clin. Sweat, Sit, Zoons , han't Igot the Eſtate, 
Sit? Come, Sit, now I'm in Mourning for my 
Brother. 
Erra. I hope you'll let me go now , Sir, 
Clin. Yes , yes, Sir, but you muſt firſt do me 
the Favour, to ſwear poſitively before a Magiſtrate, 
that you kill'd him dead, 1 I may enter upon 
the Eſtate without any Trouble. By fupiter Am- 
mon all my Religion's gone, fince I put on theſe 
fine Cloaths— Hey, call me a Coach ſomebody. 
Erra, Ay, Maſter let me go, and I'll call one 
immediately. 
. Clin, No, no ; Dicky , carry this Spark before 
a Juſtice , and when he has made Oath, you ma 
diſcharge him. [ Exeunt Dick and Errand. 
And Pll go fee Angelica. 
Now that I'm an Elder Brother, I'Il Court, and 
Swear , and Rant, and Rake, and go to the Fubilee 
with the beſt of them. Exit. 


SCEN E , Lurewell's Houſe. 
Enter Lurewell and Parly. 
Lurewel, 


Are you ſure that Vixzard had my Letter? 

Par. Yes, yes, Madam, one of your Ladyſhips 
Footmen gave it to him in the Park , and he told 
the Bearer , with all tranſports of Joy , that he 
wou'd be punctual to a Minute. 

Lure, Thus moſt Villains , ſome time or other , 
are punctual to their Ruine; and Hypocrifie , b 
impoſing on the World , at laſt deceives it (elf. 
Are all things prepar'd for his Reception? 

Par. Exactly to your Ladyſhips Order; the Al- 
derman too is juſt come, dreſs'd and cook d up 
for Iniquity. 

Lure. Then he has got Woman's Cloaths on? 

Parl. Les, Madam , and has paſs'd upon the 
Family for your Nutſe. 

Lure. Convey him into that Cloſet, and put out 
2 Candles; and tell him, I'll wait on him pre- 
tly. 

[ 4 Parly goes to put out the Candle, ſomebody Knocks, 
Lure, This muſt be ſome Clown without Man- 
ners , ot a Gentleman above Ceremony. Who's 
there? 
Wild. Sings. 


Thus Damon knock'd at Celia? Door, 
He ſigh'd , and beg'd , and wept , and ſwore , 
The Sięen wa ſo, [ knocks} 
She anſwer d, No, 
No, no, no, 
E 4 
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Again be ſigh'd, again he pray'd 
5 "I De AY {ok trad, 
Conſider , Damon, I'm A Maid: 
Conſider , 


No, &c. 
A laſt bu Sighs and Tears made way , 
She roſe , _ ſoſtiy turn'd the "Pg 
Come in, ſaid ſhe , but do not ſtay ; 
| I may conclude 
You wil be rude, 
But if you are, you may. 


Enters. Exit. Parly. 


Lure. Tis too early for Serenading, Sir Harry. 
| Wild. W bereſoever Love is, there Muſick is 
| proper ; there's an harmonious conſent in their 
natures, and when rightly joyn'd , they make up 
the Chorus of Earthly Happineſs. 
Lure. But, Sir Harry, what Tempeſt drives you 
| here at this hour? | 
Wild: No Tempeſt, Madam , but as fair Wea- 
ther as ever entic'd a Citizens Wife to cuckold 
her Husband in freſh Air. | 
Love, Madam. Wild. taking her by the Hand. 
Lure. As pure and white 48 Angels ſoft deſires , 
ist not ſo? 
Wild. Fierce, 4s when ripe conſenting Beauty fires. 
Lure. O Villain! what Privilege has Man to our 
Deſtruction, that thus they hunt our Ruine? ¶ Aſide] 
I { Wild, drops @ Ring, ſbe takes it up. 
IF this be a Love Token, your Miſtriſſes Fayours 
hang very looſe about you, Sir. 
Wild. I can't juſtly Madam, pay your Trouble 
of taking it up by any ching, but deſiring you to 
Wear it. Lure, 
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Lure. You Gentlemen have the cunningeſt ways 
of playing the Fool, and are ſo induſtrious in your 
Profuſenels. Sp ak N am I beholding to 
Chance or Deſign for this Ring:? 

Wild. To Deg upon my Honour : and I hope 
my Deſign will ſucceed. [ Aſide, 

Lure. And what 5ball I give you for ſuch a ( 

fine thing. { Both 

Wild. You'll give me another , you'll give \ ſing. 

me another fo thing. 0 

Lure. Shall I be free with you, Sir Harry? 

Wild, With all my Hcart , Madam , fol may 
be free with you. 

Lure. Then plainly , Sic , I ſhall beg the favour 
to ſee you ſome other time ; for at this very Minute 
I have two Lovers in the Houſe. 

IWiid. Then to be as plain, I muſt be gone this 
Minute, for I muſt ſee another Miſtreſs within 
theſe two Hours, 

Luxe. Frauk and free. 

Wild, As you with me -— Madam, your moſt 
humble Servant. Exit. 
Lure. Nothing can diſturb his Humour, Now 
for my Merchant and Vixard. | 


[ Exit and takes the Candles with her, 


Enter Parly , leading in Smugler, dreſs'd in Woman's 
Cloaths, 


Parl. This way , Mr. Alderman, 
Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly , — I'm oblig'd to you 
for this Trouble, here are a couple of Shillings for 
you. Times are hard, very hard indeed, but next 
time I'll ſteal a pair of filk Stockings from my 
Wife, and bring them to you—— What are you . 
fumbling about my Pockets for — | 
Parl. Only ſetling the Pleats of your Gown, 

| E 5 here , 
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here, Sit, get into this Cloſet, and my Lady will 
wait on you preſently. | 
[ Puts him into the Cloſet , runs out, and returns 
with Vizard. 

Viz. Where would'ſt thou lead me, my dear 
auſpicious little Pilot? 

Farl. You're almoſt in Port, Sit, my Lady's in 
the Cloſet, and will come out to you immediately. 

Viz. Let me thank thee as I ought | Kiſſes her. 

Parl. Pſhaw ! who has hir'd me beſt ? a couple 
of Shillings, and a couple of Kiſſes. Exit. 

Viz. Propitious Darknels guides the Lovers Steps, 
and Night that ſhadows outward Senſe , lights up 
our inward Joy. Night ! the great awful Ruler of 
Mankind, which, like the Perſian Monarch hides 
its Royalty to raiſe the Veneration of the World. Un- 
der thy eaſie Reign Diſſemblers may ſpeak Truth; 
all ſlaviſh Forms and Ceremonies laid aſide, and 
generous Villainy may act without Conſtraint. 

Smug. peeping out of the Cloſet.) Bleſs me! what 
yoice is this? 

Vi. Our hungry Appetites, like the wild Beaſts 
of Prey, now ſcour abroad, to gorge their cravin 

Maws ; the pleaſure of Hypocriflc » like a chain 
Lyon, once broke looſe, wildly indulges its new 
Freedom, ranging through all unbounded Joys. 

Smug. My Nephew's Voice ! and certainly poſſel⸗ d 
with an Evil Spirit; he talks as prophanely, as an 
Actor poſſeſs d with a Poet. 

Viz. Ha! Iheat a Voice, Madam, — my Life, 
my Happineſs , where ate you, Madam? 

Smug. Madam! he takes me for a Woman too, 
I'll ery him. Where have you left your Sanctity, 
Mr. Vixard. | 

Viz. Talk no more of that ungrateful Subject — 
I leftir where it has only buſineſs with Day- light, 
*ris needleſs ro wear a Mask in the Dark. | 

| | Smug. 
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Smug. O the Rogue, the Rogue ! — The World 
takes you for a very ſober virtuous Gentleman. 

'Vix. Ay, Madam that adds Security to all my 
Pleaſures — with me a Cully-Squire may ſquander 
his Eſtate & ne et be thought a Spend-thrift —— 
With me a Holy Elder may zealouſly be drunk, 
and toaſt his tune ul Noſe in Sack, to make it hold 
forth clearer — Bur what is moſt my Praiſe, the 
formal Rig d, the that railsat Vice aud Men, with 
me ſecures her looſeſt Pleaſutes, aud her ſtricteſt 
Honour — the who with ſcornful Mien, and vir- 
tuous Pride, diſdains the Name of Whore , with 
me can wanton+, and laugh at the deluded World. 

Smug. How have I been deceiv'd) then you ate 
very great among the Ladies? 

Viz. Yes, Madam, they know that likea Mole 
in the Earth, I dig deep but inviſible , not like 
thoſe fluttering noiſie Sinners, whoſe Pleaſure is 
the proclamation of their Faults, thoſe empty Flaſh- 
es who no ſooner kindle , but they muſt blaze to 
alarm the World, But come, Madam, you delay 
our Pleaſures. 

Smug. He 2 takes me for the Lady Lure wel 
whe has made him an Appointment too but 
Fil be reveng'd of both — Well, Sir, what ate 
theſe you are ſo intimate with ? | 

Viz, Come, come, Madam , you know very 
well — thoſe who ſtand fo high, that the vulgar 
envy even their Crimes, whole Figure adds privi- 
ledge to their Sin, and makes it pats unqueſtion'd ; 
fair , high , pamper'd Females , whoſe ſpeaking 
Eyes, and piercing Voice, wou'd arm the Statue 
of a Stoick , and animate his cold Marble with the 
Soul of an Epicure, all raviſhing , lovely, ſoft, and 
kind, like you. 

Smug. I am very lovely and ſoft indeed, you ſhall 
find me much harder than you imagine, Friend — 


* 
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Well, Sir , but I ſuppoſe your Diſſimulation has 
ſome other Motive beſides Pleaſure ? 

Viz. Yes, Madam the honeſteſt Motive in the 
World , Intereſt — you muſtknow , Madam , thar 
I have an old Uncle, Alderman Smuggler; you 
have ſeen him, I ſuppoſe ? 

Smug. Yes, yes, I have ſome ſmall Acquaintance 
with him. ' 

Vix. 'Tis the moſt knaviſh , preciſe , covetous 
old Rogue, that ever died of a Gout. 

Smug. Ah! the oung Son of <4 Whore, Well » 
Sir, and what of him? x 

Viz. Hell hungers not more for wretched Souls, 
than he for ill-gor Pelf — and yet (what's wonder- 
ful) he that wou'd ſtick at no profitable Villain 
himſelf , loves Holineſs in anothet — he prays al 
Sunday for the Sins of the Week paſt —be ſpends 
all Dinaer-time in two tedious Graces , what 
he defigns a Bleſſing to the Meat, proves a Curſe 
to his Family — he's the moſt —— , 

Smug. Well, well, Sir, 1 know him very well. 

Viz. Then, Madam, he has a ſwinging Eſtate, 
which I deſign to Purchaſe as a Saint, and ſpend 
like a Gentleman. He got it by Cheating , and 
ſhou'd loſe it by Deceit. By the pretence of my 


Teal and Sobriety, I'll cozen the old Miſer one of 


theſe Days out of a Settlement, and Deed of Con- 


veyance | 
Smug. It ſhall be a Deed to convey you to the 
Gallows then, you young Dog. Aſide. 


Viz. And no ſooner he's Dead, but I'll rattle 
over his Grave with a Coach and Six, to inform 
his coverous Ghoſt how genteely I ſpend his Money. 

Smug. I'll prevent you, Boy, for I'll have my 
Money bury'd with me. [ «Aſide, 

V. Bleſs me, Madam, here's a Light coming 


_ this way, I muſt fly immediately; when ſhall [ 


ſce you , Madam? Smug. 


* „ WE. ra gas * 
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Smug. Sooner than you expect, my Dear. 


Pix. Pardon me, dear Madam, I wou'd not be 


ſeen for the World. I wou'd ſooner forfeit my 
Life, nay my Pleaſure, than my N. 
Exit. 
Smug. Reputation! Reputation! that poor Wotd 
faffers. a or Jeal = WALL 8 
compliſh'd Hypocrite that ever made a grave plod- 
ding Face over a Diſh of Coffee, and a Pipe of 
. He owes me for ſeven Years mainte - 
nance , and ſhall pay me by ſeven Years Imptiſon- 
ment; and when I die, I'll leave him to the Fee- 
ſimple of a Rope and a Shilling == Who are theſe 2 
I begin to be afraid of ſome Miſchief— I wiſh 
that I were ſafe within the City Liberties == I'll 
hide my ſelf. - [ Stands cloſe. 


Emer Butler, 26ith other Servants and Lights, 


But. I (ay there are two Spoons wanting, and 
I'll ſearch the whole Houſe , <= Two Spoons will 
be no ſmall gap in my Quarters Wages === 

Serv. When did you mils them, wn ? 

But. Miſs them | Why, I mils now; in 
ſhore they muſt be among you, and if you don't 
return them, I'll go to the Cunning-Man to Mor- 
trow-Moruing; my Spoons Iwant, and my Spoong 
I will have. 

Serv. Come, come, ſearch about. 


[ They ſearch and diſcover Smugler. 
Ah ! who's this? Sy 
But. Hark'ee, Fn Woman, what makes you 
hide your felf? What are you aſham'd of? 
Smug. Aſham'd of! O Lord, Sir, I'm an honeſt 
Old Woman that never was aſham'd of any ching. 
But, What ate you a Midwife then ? Speak, 
did not you ſee a couple of ſtray Spoons in your 
Travels 2 Smug. 
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But. Ay, ay, ſtray Spoons; in ſhort you ſtole 
them, and I'll ſhake your old Limbs to pieces, if 
you don't deliver them preſently. 

Smug. Bleſs me ! a Revercnd Elder of Seventy 
Years old accus'd for e. Laceny | —— why, 
ſearch me, good People, ſearch me, and if you 
find any Spoons about me you ſhall busn me for a 
Witch. 

But. Ay, ay, we will ſearch you Miſtreſs. 

They ſearch and pull the Spcons out of his Pockets, 

Smug. Oh! the Devil, the Devil! 

But. Where, where is he? Lord bleſs us, ſhe is 
a Witch in good earneſt, may be. 

Smug. O, it was ſome Devil, ſome Covent- Gar- 
den, or St. James's Devil, that put them in my 
Pocket. 

But. Ay, ay, you ſhall be hang'd for a Thief, 
burnt for a Witch, and then carted\ for a Bawd. 
Speak , what ate you? * 


Ener Lurewell. 


Smug. I'm the Lure wells Nurſe, 

Shes What Noi b this? The 

But. Here is an old Succubus, Madam, that has 
ſtole two ſilvet Spoons, and ſays, ſhe's your Nurſe. 

Lure. My Nurſe ! O the Impudent old Jade, 1 
never ſaw the withet'd Creature before. 
mg. Then I'm finely. caught. O Madam 
Madam don't you know me? Don't you remember 
Boſs and Guinea? * 

Lure. Was ever ſuch Impudenct ? I know thee ! 
why thou'rt as Brazen as a Bawd in che Side Box 
— Take her before a Juſtice , and then to New- 
gate , away: 

Smug. Ol conſider ; Madam, that I'm an Al- 


man. Lure. 
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| Lure. Conſider, Sir » that you're a Compound 
of Covetouſneſs , Hypocriſy , and Knavery; and 
muſt be puniſh d 2 You mult be in 
Petticoats, Gouty Monſter , muſt ye! You muſt 
Buſs and Guinea too , you mult tempt a Ladies 
Honour , old Satyr, away with him. Hurry him off 


Still may our Sex thus Frauds of Men oppoſe , 
Still may our Arts delude theſe tempting Foes. 
May Horour Rule, and never fall betray'd , 
But Vice be caught in Nets for Virtue laid. 


= ' The End of the Fourth ACT. 
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| SCENE, Lady Darling's Zouſe. 
Darling and Angelica. 
Darling. 


Aughter, ſince you have to deal with a Man 
of ſo peculiar a Temper , you muſt not think 
the general Arts of Love can ſecure him ; you may 
therefore allow ſuch a Courtier ſome Incourage- 
a | © ment extraordinary, without reproach ro your 
>: I Modeſty. 
Angel. I am ſenſible , Madam, that a formal 
c! © Nicety makes out Modeſty fit awkard , and appears 
ox rather a Chain to enflave , than Bracelet to adorn 
W- us it ſhou'd ſhow , when unmoleſted, eaſie and 
innocent as a Dove , but ſtrong and vigorous as a 
Al- Faulcon , when aſſaulted: ö Dart 
arl. 
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© Darl. I'm afraid, Daughter, you miſtake Sit 
Harry's Gaiety for Disbouout. REDO > 
Angel. Tho" Modeſty, Madam, may wink, 
it muſt not Sleep, when powerful Enemies arc 
abroad — I muſt confeſs , that of all Mens , 1 
wou'd not ſce Sir Harry Wildair's Faults 3 nay, I 
cou'd wreſt moſt ſuſpicious Words a thouſand ways, 
to make them look like Honour — but, Madam, 
in ſpight of Love I muſt hate him, and coffe thoſe 
Practices which taint our Nobility , and rob all 
virtuous Women of the braveſt Men 
Dari. You muſt certainly be miſtaken, Angelica, 
for I'm fatisfy'd Sir Harry's deſigns are only to court, 
and marry you. 
Angel. His ptetence, perhaps, was ſuch , but 
Women now, like Enemies, are atrack'd ; whethet 
by Treachery , or fairly conquer'd , the Glory of 

riumph is the ſame — Pray, Madam, by what 


means were you made acquainted with his De- 


ns? | 15 | 
4880, Means, Child! why my Couſin Vixard, 
who, I'm ſure is yout ſincere Friend”, ſent him. 

He brought me this Letter from my Couſin 
[ Gives her the Letter, which ſhe opens. 
Angel. Ha! Vixard ! then I'm abus'd in earneſt 
mw Wou'd Sir Harry, by his Inſtigation, fix a baſe 
Affront upon me? no, I can't ſuſpect him of ſo 
ungenteel a Crime — this Letter ſhall rrace the 
Truth ¶ «Aſide. ] my Suſpicions, Madam, ate 
much cleat d, and I hope to fatisfic your Laſſyſhip 

in my Management, when next I ſee Sit Hairy. 


Emer Servant 


Serv. Madam „ here's a Gentleman below calls 
Darl. Conduct him up. Daughter I wont doub: 


your 


your Diſcretion. . [ Exit, Datling. 
Enter Wildair. | | 


Wild. O, the Delights of Love and Burgundy— ! 

Madam, I have toaſted your Ladyſhip fifteen Bum+ 
pers ſucceſſively, and ſwallow'd Cupids like Loches, 
to every Glals. . 
=} And what then, Sir? 
Wild. Why then, Madam, the Wine has got | 
into my Head, and the Cupids into my Heart : and 
unleſs by quenching quick my Flame, you kindly 
caſe the Smart, I'm a loſt Man, Madam. 

«Ange, Drunkenneſs, Sir Harry, is the worſt 
Pretence a Gentleman can make for Rudeneſs: For 
the Excuſe is as ſcandulous as the Fault: — There- 
fore pray conſider who you are ſo free with, 
Sit; a Woman of Condition, that can call half a 
dozen Foormen upon Occaſion. 

Wild. Nay ,' Madam, if you have a mind to toſs 
me in a Blanket, halfa dozen Chamber-maids would 
do bettet Service. = Come, come, Madam tho 
the Wine makes me liſp , yet has it taught me to 
ſpeak plainer. By all the Duſt of my ancient Pro- 
genitors I muſt this Night quarter my Coat of 
Arms with yours. 

Angel. Nay then, who waits there? 


Enter Footmen. 


Take hold of that Mad-man, and bind him, 

Wild. Nay then, Burgundy's the Word, and 
Slaughter wall enſue. Hold, — do you know , 
Scoundrels , that I have been drinking victorious 
Burgundy * [ draws, 

Servants, We know you're drunk, Sit. 

Mid. Then how have you * Imprdence, Raſcals, 

to 
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to aſſault a Gentleman with a couple of Flasks of 
Courage in his Head! 

Servants. Sir , we muſt do as our young Mi- 
ſtriſs commands us. 
Wild. Nay, then, have nga: ye, Dogs. 

[ Throws Money among them: They ſcramble and 
take it up: He pelting them out , ſhuts the Dooy , 
and returns, 

Raſcals, Poltrons, — I have charm'd the Dra- 
gon , and now the Fruit's my own. 

Angel. O, the mercenary Wretches ! This was 

a Plot to betray me. 
Wild. I have put the whole Army to flight: 
And, now take the General Priſoner. 

{ Laying hold on her, 

Angel. I conjure you, Sir, by the ſacred Name 

of Honour, by your dead Fathet's Name and the 
fair 1 of your Mothers Chaſtity, that 
you offer not the leaſt Offence. — Already you have 
wrong'd me paſt Redreſs — ; 

Wild, Thou arethe moſt un accountable Creature. 

Angel. What Madneſs, Sic Harry, what wild 

Dream of looſe Deſite cou'd prompt you to attempt 
this Baſeneſs > View me well. — The Brightneſs 
of my Mind, methinks, ſhould lighten outwards , 
and let you ſce your Miſtake in my Behaviour. 1 
think it ſhineswith ſo much Innocence in my Face, 
that it ſhou'd dazzle all your vicious thoughts. Think 
not 1 am defenceleſs cauſe alone: Your my ſelf 
is Guard againſt your ſelf: I'm ſure there's ſome- 
thing generous in your Soul; My Words ſhall ſearch 
it out, and Eyes ſhall fire it for my own Defence. 
5 Wild. AMimicking) Tall ti dum, tall ti didi, di- 
um. | 
A million to one now, but this Girl is juſt come 
fluſh from reading the Rival Queens — Igad, I'll 
at her in her on cant A 
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.. O my Statyra , O my A Dear, turn th 
yes on me, behold thy Beau tv Badking. of 
cAng. Behold me, Sir , View me with a ſober 
thought, free from thoſe fumes of Wine that throw 
a miſt before your Sight, and you ſhall find that 
every glance from my reproaching Eyes is arm'd 
with ſharp Reſentment, and with a vertuous Pride 
that looks diſhouout dead. 

Wild. This is the firſt Whore in Heroicks that I 
have met with, [ . Aſide} look ye Madam, as to 
that ſlender particular of your Vertue , we ſhan't 
quarrel about it, you may be as Verruous as any 
Woman in England if you pleaſe ; you may lay 
your Pray'rs all the time — but pray Madam be 
pleas'd to confider what is this ſame Vettue that 
2 make ſuch a mighty Noiſe about can yout 

ettue beſpeak you a front Row in the Boxes? No, 
for the Players can't live upon Vertue. Cau your 
Vertue keep you a Coach and Six? no, no, your 


| Vertuous Women walk a foot — Can your Vertue 


hire you a Pue in a Church? Why the very Sexton 
will tell you, no. Can your vertue ſtake for you 
at Picquet? no. Then what buſineſs has a Woman 
with Vertue —» Come, come, Madam, Lofter'd 
you fifty Guinea's , —there's a hundred — The De- 
vil! Vercuous ſtill! Why 'tisa hundred , five ſcore , 
a hundred Guinea's. 

Ang. O Indignation! Were I a Man you durſt 
not uſe me thus ; but the mean , poor Abuſe you 
throw on me, reflects upon yout ſelf: our Sex {till 
ſtrikes an awe upon the Brave, and only Cowards 
dare affront a Woman. | 

Wild. Affront ! S'death Madam, a hundred 
Guinea's will ſet you up at Baſſet, a hundred Gui- 
nea's will furniſh out your Lodgings with China; 
a hundred Guinea's will give you an Air of Quality; 
a hundred Guinea's will 9 you a rich E * 

| 1 of 
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for your Billet deux, or a fine Common-Prayer- 
Book for your Vertue. A hundred Guinez's will buy a 
hundred fine things, and fine things are forfine ladies; 
and tine Ladies are for fine Gentlemen ; and fine Gen- 
tlemen are — I Gad this Burgundy makes a Man 
ſpeak like an Angel Come, come, Madam, 
take it, and put it to what uſe wy pleaſe. 
«Ang. 1'll uſe it, as I wou'd the baſe unworthy 
Giver, thus. | 
[ Throws down the Purſe , and ſtamps upon it. 
Wild, I have no mind ro meddle in State Af- 
fairs; but theſe Women will make mea Parliament 
Man, ſpight of my Teeth , on purpoſe to bring 
in a Bill againſt theit Extortion. She tramples un- 
det Foot, that Deity which all the World adores. 
—— O the blooming pride of beautiful — 
Pſhaw , I'll talk to her no longer, I'll make my 
Markets with the Old Gentlewoman , ſhe knows 
Buſineſs better, — [ Goes to the Door] Here you 
friend , pray deſire the Old Lady to walk in. — 
Hearkee , by Gad, Madam, I'll tell your Mother. 


Enter Darling. 


Dar!” Well, Sir Harry, and how d'ye like my. 
Daughter, pray ? 

Wild. Like her Madam ! — hearkee will you 
take it? Why faith Madam! — take the Money, 
I ſay, or I gad, all's out. 

Ang. All ſhall out; Sir you're a Scandal to the 
Name of Gentleman. 

Wild. With all my Heart, Madam — in ſhort , 
Madam, your Daughter has us'd me ſomwhat too 
familiarly , tho' I have treated her like a Wo- 
man of Quality, 

Darl. How Sit? 


Wid. Why, Madam, I haye offer'd her a 
hundred Guineas. Dar. 
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Dar. A hundred - Guinea's! upon what Score? 
Wild. Upon what Score ! Lord , Lord, how 
theſe Old Women love to hear Bawdy ! Why faith 
Madam, I have ne're a double Entandre ready at 


preſent, but I'll ſing you a Song. 


Behold the Goldfinches , tall al de ral, 
And a Man of my Inches , tall al de yall: 
Tou ſhall take um believe me, tall at de ral, 
If you will give me, your tall al de rad. 

A Modiſh Minuet Madam, that's all. 


Dar. Sir, I don't underſtand you. | 

Wild. Ay, ſhe will have it in plain Terms; then 
Madam, in downright Engliſh , I offer'd your 
Daughter a hundred Guinea's, to 

«Ang» Hold Sir, ſtop your abuſive Tongue, too 
looſe for Modeſt Ears to bear — Madam , I did 
before ſuſpect that his deſigns were baſe, now they 
are too plain; this Knight, this mighty Man of 
Wit and Humours, is made a Tool to a Knave: Vi- 
zard has ſent him of a Bully's Errand , to afftont 
a Woman; but I ſcorn the Abuſe , and him that 
offer d it. e 

Dar. How Sir , come to aftront us! d' ye know 
who we are, Sir? "ON * 

Wild. Know who ye ate; Why, your Daugh- 
ter there is Mr. V ixzard's Couſin, I ſuppoſe; —— 
and for you Madam — now to call her Procureſs A la 
mode de France. [ «Aſide. ] ann botre Occupation. — 

Dar. Pray Sir, ſpeak Enpliſh. 

Wild. Then to define her Office, A la mode 
de Londres! | «Aſide. ] 8 ſe your Ladyſhip to 
be one of thoſe Civil, Obliging, Diſcrer , Old 
Gentlewomen , who keep their Viſiting days for 
the Entertainment of their preſenting Friends ; 
whom they treat with Imperial Tea, a private 
| 1 Room, 
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Room, and a pack of Cards. Now I ſuppoſt you 
do underſtand _ * 
Dar. This is beyond Sufferance. But ſay, thou 
abuſive Man , what injury have you e' te receiv d 
from me or mine, thus to engage you in this ſcan- 
dalous Aſperſion ? 

Ang. Yes Sir, whatcauſe, what Motives could 
induce you thus to debaſe you ſelf below your 
Rank ? 

Wild. Hey day ! Now Dear Roxana, and you 
my fair Statyra , be not ſo very Heroick in your 
Styles. Vixard's Lener may reſolve you, and an- 
ſwer all the impettinent Queſtions you have 
made me. | 
Both Women. 8 to that. 

Wild. And 1] to't; he read iftome, and 

the Contents were pretty plain, I thought, 

Ang. Here Sir, peruſe it, and fee how much 
we are injur'd , and you decciv'd. 

Wild Opening the Letter, ) But hold Madam [to 
Darling] before I read, I'll make ſome Condition 
ww Mr. Yizard ſays here , that 1 wont ſeruple 
30 or 40 pieces; Now Madam, if you have clapt 
in another Cypher to the account, and made it 
z or 4 Hundred, by Gad, I will not ſtand to'r. 

Ang. Now can't I tell whether Diſdain or Anger 
be the moſt juſt Reſentment for this Injury, 
Dar. The Letter, Sir ſhall anſwer you. 

Wild, Well then! [ Reads. ] | 

Out of my Earneſt Inc/ination to ſerve your Lady- 
- ſhip , and my Couſm Angelica, — Ay, ay 
the very Words, I can ſay it by heart 

I have ſent Sir Harry Wildair — to court 
my Couſin. —_— What the Devil's this? 
Sent Sir Harry Wildair to court my Couſin 

— he read ro me a quite different thing 
— He's a Gentlemen of great Parts and 
Fortune, — * He's 


EE owe gy. 
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He's a Son of a Whore and a Raſcal , == and 
wou'd make 3 Daug hier very Happy, | Whiſt- 
ler] in 4 Husband, | Looks fooli hums a Song.] 
Oh poor Sir Harry , what have thy angry Stars 
defign'd L . Dh 

Now Sir, I hope you need no inſtigation 
2 Lacg our Wrongs, ſince even the — pins 
the way. 

Perl. Think Sir , that our blood for many Ge- 
nerations , has run in the pureſt Channel of un- 
ſully'd Honour: | 

Wild. Ay, Madam , [ bows to her. 

Ang. Conſider , what a tender Bloſſom is Fe- 
male Reputation , which the leaſt Air of foul De- 
traction blaſts. | | 

Wild. Yes, Madam. { Bows to t'other. 

Dar. Call then ro mind your rude and ſcandalous 
Behaviour. 

Wild. Right Madam. | Bows again. 

«Ang. Remember the baſe price you offer'd me 


Arn 
Wild. Very true , Madam : was ever fo 
Catechis d? 

Darl. Then think that Vizard, Villain Vizard 
caus'd all this, yer lives ; that's all farewell. 
Wild. Stay Madam, I to Datling.] one Word; 
Is there no other way to redreſs your Wrongs , but 
by Fighting ? 

Dar. Only one Sir , which if you can think of, 
you ul do; you know the I enterrain'd 

ou for. 
: Wild. Iunderſtand you Madam. J Exit. De 
Here am I brought to a very pretty Dilemma; 
muſt commit Murder , or commit Matrimony : 
which is beſt now? A Licenſe from Doctors Com- 
mons , ot a Sentence from the Old Baily? IF I kill 
my Man , theLaw hangs me; ifI marry my Wo- 
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man, I ſhall hang my ſelf; — but, Dam it, — 
Cowards date hgh » I'll marry, that's the moſt 
daring Action of the two , ſo my dear Couſin 
Angelica, have at you. | 


8. C. E N. BT. 
Newgate , Clincher ſenior ſolus. 
Clincher 


How ſevere and melancholy are Newgate Reflex- 
ions? Laſt Week my Father died; Yeſterday I 
turn'd Beau; To day [ am laid by the heels, and 
to morow ſhall be hung by the Neck — I was a- 
greeing with a Bookſeller about Printing an Account 
of my Journey through France to ltaly ; But now , 
the Hiſtory of my T ravels thro' Holbornto Tyborn , 
— The laſt and dying Speech of Beau Clincher , that 
was going to the fubilee. — Come, a Halſ-penny a- 
piece. A ſad Sound, a ſad Sound, faith. Tis 
one Way to have a Man's Death make a great 
Noiſe in the World. 


Enter Smuggler and Goaler. 


Smug. Well , Friend, I have told you who I 
am: So ſend theſe Letters into Thames ſtreet, as 
directed; they ate to Gentlemen that will bail me. 

' «> 1} | [ Ex, Goaler. 

Eh! this Newgate is a very populous Place: 
Here's Robbery and Repentauce in every Corner. 
— Well, Friend , what ate you, a Cut throat or 
a Bum-Bayliff? | | * 

Clin, What are you , Miſtriſs, a Bawd or & 
Wuch ? Hearkee , if you ate a Witch, d'ye (ce, 
IU give you a Hundred Pounds to mount me on a 

| Broom- 


's 
| 
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Broomſtaff, and whip me away to the Jubilee. 
Smug. The Jubilee ! O, you young Rake hell; 
what brought you here ? * 
. Clin. af you old Rogue , what brought you here, 
if you go to that? 
mug. I knew , Sir, what your Powdering , 

your Prinking , your Dancing and your Frisking 
wou'd come to. 
Clin. And 1 knew what your Cozeping , your 
Extortion , and your Smugling wou'd come to. 
 , Smug. Ay , Sir, you mult break your Inden- 
tures, and tun to the Devil in a full bottom Wig , 
muſt you ? 1. | 

Clin. Ay Sir, and you muſt put off your Gra- 
vity , and run to the Devil in Petticoats: You 
deſing to {wing in Maſquerade , Malter d'ye? 
. Smug. Ay, you muſt go to Plays too, Sirtrah: 
Lord, Lord! What Buſineſs has a Prentice at a 
Play-houſe, unlels it be to heat his Maſter made a 
Cuckold, and his Miſtriſs a Whore ? 'T1s ren to 
one now, but ſome malicious Poet has my Cha- 
rater upon the Stage within this Month: Tis a 
hard matter now, that an honeſt ſober Man can't 
fin in private for this plaguy Srage I gave an honeſt 
Gentleman five Guineas my ſelf towards writin 
a Book againſt it : And it has done no good , 
we ſee. 
Clin. Well, well, Maſter, take Courage ; out 
Comfort is, we have liv'd togother , and ſhall 
die together : only with this difterence , that I 
have liv'd like a Fool, and ſhall die like a Knave ; 
and 175 have liv'd like a Knave, and ſhall die like 
a Fool. | 

Smug. No, Sirrah! I haye ſent a Meſſenger for 
my Cloaths , and ſhall get out immediately, and 
ſhall be upon your Juty by and by. — Go to Pray- 
yers » you Rogue, go to Prayets. [ Exit, Smug, 

| 9 F 5 Clin, 
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Clin. Prayers! Tis a hard taking, when a Man 
muſt ſay Grace to the Gallows. — Ah, this curſed 
Intriguing! Had I ſwung handſomely: in a ſilken 
Garter now, I had died in my Duty; but to hang 
in Hemp, like the Yulgar , tis very ungenteel. 


Enter Tom Errand. 


A Reprieve, a Reprieve , thou dear , dear 
damn'd Rogue, _— have you been? Thou art 
the moſt welcome — Son of a Whore, where's 
my Cloaths? | 
Erxrra. Sir , I ſee where mine are: Come Sir, 
ſtrip Sir 3 ſtrip. % 

Clin. What, Sir, will you abuſe a Gentleman? 

Erra. A Gentleman ! ha , ha, ha, d'ye know 
where you ate, Sir? We'reall Gentlemen here , — 
I ſtand up for Liberty and Property. — Newygate's 
a Common- wealth. No Courtier has Buſineſs a- 
mong ns; Come, Sir. 

Clin. Well, bur ſtay, ſtay till I ſend for my own 
Cloaths: 1 ſhall get out preſently. 

Erra. No no, Sir, I'll ha you into the Dungeon, 
and uncaſe you. | 

Clin. Sir, you can't maſter me; for I'm twenty 

ſtrong. [ Exeunt ſtruggling. 


The SCENE changes to Lady Dar- 
ling's Houſe. 


Enter Wildair with Letters, Servants 
following. 


Wildair. 


Here, fly all around, and bear theſe as directed; 
you to Weſtminſter', — you to St. James's and you 
| E 
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into the City. —— Tell all my Friends a Btide- 
m's Joy invites cheir Preſence : Look all of ye 
ke Bridegrooms alſo ; All appear with hoſpitable 
Looks, and bear a welcome in your Faces, =— Tell 
em I'm martied. If any ask io whom, make uo 
Reply; but tell em that I'm married, that Joy ſhall 


In the Day, and Love the Night. Be gone, 
pou” | 


Enter Standard, 


A thouſand Welcomes , Friend: my Pleaſure's 
now compleat , ſince I can ſhate it with my Friend: 
Brisk Joy ſhall bound from me to you, then back 
agen ; aud , like the Sun, grow warmer by Re- 
flexion. | | 

Stand. You're always pleaſant , Sir Harry; but 
this tranſcends your ſelf; whence proceeds it? 

Wild. Canſt thou not gueſs > my Friend 
whence flows all Earthly Joy > What is the Life of 
Man , and Soul of = Tt fs Woman — What 
fixes the Heart with Tranſport, and the Soul with 
Raptures ? Lovely Woman, — What is the Maſter 
ſtroak and Smile of the Creation, but Charmin 
Vertuous Woman? — When Nature in the genera 
Compoſition firſt brought Woman forth , like a 
fluſh'd Poet, raviſh'd with his Fancy, with Extaſie! 
The bleſt, the fair Production. Methinks, my 
Friend, you reliſh not my Joy. What is the Cauſe ? 

Stand. Canſt thou not gueſs ? = W hat is the Bane 
of Man, and Scourge of Life, but Woman? 
What is the Heatheniſh Idol Man ſets up, and is 
damn'd for worſhipping ? Treac herous Woman; 
What are thoſe whole Eyes, like Baſilisks , thine 
beautiful for ſure Deſtruftion , whoſe Smiles ate 
dangerous as the Grin of Fiends} But falſe deluding 
Woman. — Woman whoſe Compoſition inverts 
Humanity; their Body's Heavenly, but their Souls 
are Clay. | Wild. 


— — — —ä— — 
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Wild. Come, come, Colonel, this is too much: 
I know your Wrongs receiv'd from Lureuel, may 


. excuſe your Reſentments againſt her: But tis un- 


pardonable to charge the Failings ofa ſingle Woman 
upon the whole Sex. — 1 have found one whoſe 
Vertues — | 
Stand. So have I, Sir Harry; I have found one 
whoſe Pride's above yielding to a Prince : And if 
Lying, Diſlembling, Perjury and Falſhood be no 
Br in Womans Honour, ſhe's as innocen 
as Infancy. | 
Wild. Well, Colonel, I find your Opinion grows 
ſt by Oppoſition; I ſhall now therefore wave 
the Argument, and only beg you for this Day to 
make a Show of Complai at leaſt, — Here 
comes my Charming Bride. Lo 


Enter Darling and Angelica. 


Stand. Saluting «Angelics. 1 wiſh you , Madam 
all the Joys of Love and Forrune, e 


Enter Clincher junior. 


Clin. Gentlemen and Ladies, I'm juſt upon the 
Spur, and have only a Minute to take my Leave. 
Wild. Whether arc you bound , Sir? 
Clin. Bound, Sir! I'm going to the Jubilee , Sir. 
Derl. Bleſs me, Couſin ! how came ye by theſe 
Cloaths? , 
Clin. Cloaths 1 Ha, ha , ha , the rareſt Jeſt ! 


Ha, ba, ha, I ſhall burſt, by Jupiter Ammon, 


I ſhall burſt. 
Darl. What's the Matter, Coulin ? ; 
Clin. The matter! Ha, ha, ha: Why an honeſt 
Porter, ha, ha, ha, has knock d out my Brother's 
iid. 
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Wild. A * Jeſt » i' faith 3 ha , ha, ha. 
Clin. Ay ray gooe the belt jeſt of all is , he 
knock'd out his Brains with a Hammer, and fo he 
is as dead as a Door - nail, ha, ba, ha. 

Darl. And do you laugh , Wretch? 

Clin. Laugh ! ha, ha, ha, Let me ſee c'er a 
younger Brother in England that won't laugh at 
ſuch a Jeſt. EX 

«Ang. You appcar'da very ſober pious Gentleman 
ſome Hours ago. * ; 

Clin. Plhaw , I was a Fool then: But now, 
Madam, I'm a Wit: I can rake now. ——R— As 
for your part , Madam , you might have had me 
once: But now, Madam, if you ſhou'd chance 
fall to eating Chalk, or knawing the Sheets, tis 
none of my Fault — Now, Madam — 1 have got 
an Eſtate , and I muſt go to the fubilee. ef 


Enter Clincher ſenior in a Blanket. 


Clin, ſen. Muſt you ſo, Rogue, muſt ye? == 
you will go to the Tubilee , will you? 

Clin. jun. A Ghoſt, a Ghoſt! — Send for the 
Dean and Chapter preſently. 

Clin. ſen. A Ghoſt ! no 5 NO, Sicrah 7 I'm 
Elder Brother, Rogue. bt 

Clin, jun. I don't care a Farthing for that; I'm 
ſure you're Dead in Law. 

Clin. ſen. Why ſo, Sirrah , why ſo? 

Clin. jun. Becauſe , Sir , I can pet a Fellow to 
ſwear yo — out or of me 45 
Wild. An way of ſwearing a Man out 

his Life. N 
Clin. jun. Smell him, Genlemen , he has a 
deadly Scent about him 
Clin. ſen. Truly the apprehenſions of Death may 
have made me ſayour a little O * 
olo- 
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. Colonel ! the apptehenſion of him may make me 
ſavour worſe, I'm afraid; | 

Clin. jun. In ſhorr , Sir, were you Ghoſt , or 
Brother, ot Devil, I will go to the Jubilee , by 
Fwpiter Ammon. | 

Stand. Go to the Fubilee ! go to the Bear-Garden 
w— The Travel of fuch Fools as you doubly Injures 
out Country; you expole our Native Follies, which 
ridicules us amongſt Strangers, and return fraught 
only with their Vices which you vend here be 
Faſhionable Gallamtry ; a Travelling Fool is as 
dangerous as a home-bred Villain — Get ye to 
your native Plough and Cart ; converſe with 
Animals, like your ſelves, Sheep and Oren , 
Men are Creatures you don't underſtand. 

Mild. Let em alone, Colonel, their Folly will 
be now —_— Come Gentlemen, we'll dil- 
pute this Point ſome other time; 1 hear ſome Fid- 
dles tuning; let's hear how they can entertain us: 
Be pleas'd to fic, 


Here Singing and Danting. After which a Setvant 
n Whiſpers Wildair. 


Wild. Madam, Shall I beg you to Entertain the 
Company in the next Room for a Motnent ? 

* . 8 { to Darling. 

Darl. With all my heart Come, Gentlemen. 

| [Ex. Omnes but Wild. 

Wild. A Lady to Enquire for the ! Who can 

this be ? 
Enter Larewel, 


O, Madam, this Favour is beyond my Expecta- 
tion, to come uninvited to dance at my Wedding 

— What d'ye gate at Madam ? 
Lure. A Monſter if thou att Matry'd * 
the 


ce 
IC 


| happy --- The firſt 
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the moſt Perjur'd Wretch that e're avouch'd Deceit. 

Wild. Hey day! Why, Madam, I'm ſute 1 

never Swore to Marry you; I made indeed a flight 

Promiſe , upon Condition of your granting me a 

Small Favour , but you w not conſent , you 
know. | 55 

Lure. How he upbtaids me with my Shame 
Can you deny your binding Vows, when this ap- 
pears a Witneſs againſt your Falſhood? ¶ Shews a Ring. 
Methinks the Motto of this Sacred Pledge ſhou'd 
flaſh Confuſion in your guilty Face — Read, read 
here the binding Words of Love and Honour ; Words 
not unknown to your Perfidious Eyes --- tho* utter 
Strangers to your Treacherous Heart. 

Wild. The Woman's ſtark ſtaring Mad , that's 
certain. 

Lure. Was it maliciouſly deſign'd to let me find 
my Miſery when paſt redreſs? to let me know you, 
ouly to know you Falſe? --- Had not Curſed Chance 
ſhow'd me the Surprizing Motto , I had been 
ledge I had of you was 

fatal to me, and this ſecond worſe, 

Wild. What the Devil's all this! Madam , I'm 
not ac leiſure for Raillery at preſent, I have Weighty 
Affaits upon my Hands; the Buſineſs of Pleaſure ; 
Madam, any other time --- 

Lure, Stay , I Conjure you , oy. 

Wild. Faith, I can't, my Bride expects me; 
but hark ee, when the Honey - Moon is over, 
abour a Month or two hence, I may do you a ſmall 
Favour, | Exit. 

Lure. Grant me ſome Wild Expreſſions, Hea- 
yen's ! or I ſhall Burſt--- Woman's Weaknels , 
Man's Falſhood , my own ſhame and Love's Diſ- 
dain, at once ſwell up my breaſt = Words , Words 
or I ſhall burſt. [ Going 


En- - 


Enter Standard. f 


Stand. Stay, Madam, you need not ſhun my 
48 ſight ; for if you ate a perfect Woman, you have 
| Confidence to out- face a Crime, and t the 
1 Charge of Guilt without a Bluſh. 
| Lure, The charge of Guilt ! What , making a 
| Fool of you? I've don't, and glory in the act. 
The height of Female Juſtice were to make you all 
hang or drown. Diſſembling to the prejudice of 
Men is Virtue; and every Look, or Sigu , or 
| Smile, or Tear, that can deceive, is Meritorious, 
s Stand. Very pretty Principles truly — if there 
| | be Truth in Woman , 'tis now in thee --- Come, 
Madam, you know that you're diſcover'd ; and, 
being ſenſible , you can't eſcape ,, you wou'd now 
turn to Bay. | 
That Ring, Madam , proclaims you Guilty. 
Lure. O Monſter Villa, perfidious Villain ! 
Has he told you? 
Stand, 1'll tell it you, and loudly too, 
1 Lure. O name it not- yes, ſpeak it out, tis 
1 ſo juſt Puniſhment for putting Faith in Man, that 
| I will bear it all. And let credulous Maids that 
| truſt theit Honour to the Tongues of Men, thus 
| hear their Shame proclaim'd -- Speak now, what 
his bufy Scandal, and your improvivg malice both 
dare utter. „ 
Staud. Your. Falſhood can't be reach'd by Ma- 
lice, nor by Satyt; your Actious are the juſteſt 
Libel on your Fame. Your Words, your Looks, 
our Tears ,.'I did believe in ſpight of common 
— : Nay , gainſt my own Eyes , U ſtill main- 
rain'd your Truth. I imagin'd Willairs boaſting 
of your Favours to be the pure reſult of his own 
Vauity : at laſt he urg'd your taking Preſents of 


him , 


eee VV Wo 
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him, as a convi neing Proof of which , 


from rg vd that Ri cherte. 
Ati might wig 3g Yay, grein, lf 5 for thee 


ogg Ha! you lent him for that pur * 
1 Les, yes, Madam, I leut him for that 

urpoſe no denying it — I know it well, fot I 
— worn it long, agd deſire you now, Madam, 
to reſtore it rothe juſt Owner. 

Lure. The juſt Owner ! Think Sir, think but of 
what importance tis to own it. If you have Love 
honoyr in your Soul, tis then moſt juſtly yours; 
if not, you ate a Robber , and {8 = olen it 


baſely. 
Stand. 8 t Wards, like meeting Flints > 


you 
have ſtruck a Light to ſhow me ſome ſtra 
Te ile ſtan Y2 1 0 gc, 3 
Many? 

Le. Anſwer me * pot you receiye this 


Ring ab about * cars ago? 


Line. * 1 you about that time enter- 
tain d rwo Nights at the Houſe of Sir Oliver Manly 
in Oxfordſbire 

Stand, 1 Was; 1 Was; [ runs to her , and embraces | 
her] the bleſt remembrance fires my Soul with 
vranſport — I know the reſt e are the char- 
ming She, and Ithe Ha Happy M . 

Lure, How has blind LO ſtumbled on the 
right! — But where have you wander d ſince 2 "Twas 
cruel to fotſake me. 


Stand. The der of my Fortune were too 
tedious now; but to r my ſelf from the 


ſtain of Dishonout, I mult tell you, that imme- 


diately upon my return to the Unſvetſity, my Elder 
9 other 77 ly uartel'd; my Father, to prevent 
P. poſts * away to Travel: 1 

writ 


1 
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writ to-you from London , but fear the Letter camg 
not to your Hands. pf. 


x 


55 


Lure. I never had the leaſt account of you, by 
Letter ot otherwiſe. 

Stand. Three Years I lived abroad, and at my 
return , found you were gone out of the Kingdom , 
tho none cou'd tell me whether. oc. you thus, 
I went to Flanders, ſetw'd my King till the Peace 
 commenc'd; then fortupatly going on board at 
eAmſterdam , one Ship tranſported us both to England. 
At the firſt ſight lov'd, hs ignorant of the hidden 
Caule —» You may remember , Madam , that tal- 
king once of Mattiage, I told you I was engag d; to 
your dear ſelf I meant. 

Lure, Then Men are ſtill moſt Generous and 
Brave — and to reward your Truth, an Eſtate of 
Three Thouſand Pounds a Year, waits Ju accep- 
tance: and if I can fatisfie you in my paſt conduct, 
and the reaſons that engag'd me to deceive all Men, 
I ſhall expect the honourable performance of your 
22 and that you wou'd ſtay with me in 

ng . ; 
Stand. Stay! not Fame nor Glory, c'er ſhall part 
us more. My honour can be no where more con- 


cern'd than here. 


Enter Wildair, Angelica, both Cliochers. 


Oh, Sir Harry, Fortune has ated Miracles; the 
Story's ſtrange and tedious , but all amounts to this, 
hat Woman's mind is charming as her Perſon, and 
Iam made a Convert too to Beau. 
Wild. I wanted only this to make my Pleaſure 


perfect. | 
Enter Smuggler. 


Smug. So , Gentlemen and Ladies, is my Gra- 
- © © cious 


* 


- tious Nephew Vizard 
* Wild. Sir, he dares not 
"* ſuch Honourable Company; for your Gracious 

Nephew is | 


: . * = 
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ye ? 
his Face among 


Img. What, Sir ? Have a care. what you ſay. 
Wild. A Villain, Sir. 


Smug. With all my Heart — Ile pardon you the 
beating me for that very Word. And pray, Sir 
Harry, when you ſee him next, tell him this News 


from me, that I have Diſinherited him; that I will 


leave him as poor as a disbanded 2 Maſter. 
And this is the poſitive and ſtiff Reſolution of three - 
ſcore and Ten; an Age that ſticks as obſtinatly 
to irs Purpoſe, as the old Faſhion of its Cloak, 

Wild. You ſee, Madam, (to Angel.] how in- 
duſtriouſly Kortune has punith'd his Offeuce to 

OU. - 
# Angel. 1 can ſcarcely, Sir, reckon it an Of- 
fence , conſidering the happy conſequence of ir. 
Smug. O, Sir Harry, he's as Hypocrital == 
Lure. As your ſelf, Mr. Alderman: How fares 
my good old Nurſe , pray Sir? 

Smug. O Madam, I thall be even with you before 
I part with your Writings and Money, that I have 
in m . | | 

ray A word with you, Mr. Alderman: Do 
you know this Pocker-Book ? , 

Smug. O Lord, it Contains an Account of all my 
ſecrer Practices in Trading Aſide] How came you by 
it, Sir? | K 

Stand. Sit Harry here, duſted it out of your Pocket, 
at this Lady's Houſe, yeſterday: it contains an 
account of ſome ſectet Practices in your Mfchan- 
dizing; among the reſt, the counterpart of an A- 
greement with a Correſpondent at Bourdeaux , about 
Tranſporting French Wine in Spaniſh Casks — 
Firſt rerurg this Lady all her Writings, then I ſhall 

= WE conſider 
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gel. Come, Mr, for once let a 
-, Wamn Adviſe. Wou'd you ba 550 an Honeſt 
Men, baniſh Ze \ that w out of Ape; 


Precepes, aud more ſttict in your 


From Imicarion, than Caopullion; of which, Co- 
1 lovel, you Converſation and mine are juſt Exiles. 


4 Where Virtue, ek 4 Fro 
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conſider, whether I' ſhall lay att, Ps 
fare the Parliament or not, whoſe TR be 
© meyer ſuffer your zm — 
Smug. O my poor Shi 
. (Cliz. Sew, Hark ce, a oh you bad gs good I 
come along with me to the dry 


Avarice is a poor pilfering quality of the Sal; ani 
will-as certainly Cheat, 9s 2 Thief wou'd Steal me 
Would vou be thought a Reformer of the Times; 
be leſß ſevere in your Ceuſutes , lels rigid 4 your 


. Wi. Right, Madam, 1/5 foys more freely 


Morals DER in Schaals 5 
„ and ar Rigid Rules 3 * ' 
eAjpeA fands, 


wy en 4+. heat the * ee 9 


— . wh can 110 Gen nale, 
We love the Precepts for the Teachers jake. ; 
Virtue in them appears ſo-briglt ,' ſoigay., © 

| we bear with Mts: me 3 ride 2. 


Swear 


* Rigid 
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